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TO THR 


STatt of Loves. 
O R, 


The Senſes Feitivall. 


Saw a viſion yeſter-night 
Ss. Enough to tempt a Seekers ſight : 
wiſhte my ſelf a Shaker there, 
nd her quick pulſe my trembling Sphear. 
þ thife wias a ſhe ſo glittering bright : 
ou'd think her ſoul an Adawmnite. 
ew} perſon of fo rare a frame, 
er body might be lin'd with'ſame, 
eauties chiefeſt Maid of Honour ; 
[ ou'd break a Lent with looking on her. 
$ Not the fair; Abbeſle of the skies, 
With all her Nunnery of eyes, 
Can ſhew me ſuch a glorious prize. 
ind yet, becauſe *tis more renown 
0 make a ſhacow ſhine, ſhe's brown ; 
brown, for which, heaven would disband 
» AI be Gallaxye, and ſtars be tann'd. 
Frown by reflection, as her eye 


dazells the Summers livery. 
3 A3 Old 
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Old dormant windows muſt confeſle, 
Her beams their glimering ſpeRacles ; * 
Struck withthe ſplendor of her face, 
Do'th office of a burning-glaſſe. 
Now where ſuch radiant lights have ſhows, 
No wonder if her cheeks be grown 
Snn- burnt with luſter of her own. 
My ſight took pay, but (thank my charms) 
I now empale her inmine armes, 
(Loves compaſſes) confining you 
Good Anvels to a compaſle too, 
1s not the Univerſe ſtraight-lac'e, 
When] can claſpe it inthe waſt ? 
My amorous foulds about thee hurl'd 
With Drake, l compaſle inthe World; 
I hoop the firmament, and make 
This my embrace the Zodiack. 
How would thy Center take my ſenee, 
When admiration doth commence, 
At the extream circumference ! 
Now to the melting kiſle that ſips 
The jelly'd Philtre of her lips 
So ſweet there is no tongue can prais't, 
Till tranſubſtantiate with a taſte, 
Inſpir'd like Mahemert from above, 
By th'billing of my beav'nly Dore ; 
T.ove prints her Signets in her ſmacks, 
Thoſe ruddy drops of ſqueezing wax ; 
Which whereſoever ſhe imparts, _ 
They're Privie Seales to nake wp hearts 
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Oor mouthes encountering at the ſport, 


My ſlippery ſoul had quit the fort, 

But charſhe ſtopt the Eilly-port. 
Next to thoſe ſweets her lips diſpence, 
As twin-conſerves of eloquence , 


| The feet perfume her breath affords ; 


Incorporating with her words ; 


No Roſary this votreſle needs, 
* Her very ſyllables are beads. 
* No ſooner *twizt thoſe Rubies born : 
- But Jewels are in Ear-rings worn. 
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With what delight her ſpeech doth enter, 
It is a kife eth* ſecond venter. 

And 1 diſſolve at what I hear, 

As if another Roſowond were 

Couch'd inthe Labyrinth of my ear. 
Yet, that's but a preludious bliſſe ; 


» Two ſouls pickearing in a kiſle. 
-} Embraces do but draw the line, 
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Tis ſtorming that muſt take her in. 
When bodies whine, and victory hovers 
'Twixt the equall fluttering lovers, 
This is the game, make ſtakes my dear, 
Hark how the ſpritely (hanticlere, 
That Baron Tef-chck. of the night, 
Sounds Boor-eſel.to Cupids knight. 
Then have at all, the paſſe is got, 
For coming off, oh name it not: _, 
Who would not die upon the ſpot ! 
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To HIS | | 
WISIRESSE, 


E dumb ye beggers of the rhiming Trade. 

Geld the looſe wits, and let the Muſe be plaid. 
Charge not the pariſh with the baſtard phraſe 
Of Balm, Elixar, both the Indias 
Of ſhrine, ſaint, ſacriledge, and ſuch as theſe 
Expreſlions, common as their Miſtreſſes. 
Hence ye fantaſtick Poſtillersin ſong, 
My text defeats your art, ties Natures tongue, 
Scorns all his tinſil'd metaphors of pelf, 
Tiluſtrated by nothing bur his ſelf. 
As Spiders travell by their bowels ſpun 
Into a thread, and-when the race is run, 
Wind up their journey in a living clew, 
So is it with my Poetry and you. 
From your own effence muſt | firſt untwine, 
Then twiſt apaine each Paneperick line. 
Reach then a ſoaring quill, that | may write, 
As with a Jacobs ſtaffto take the height. 
Suppoſe an Angel darting through the atr, 
Should there encounter a religious prayer - 
Mounting to heaven, that intelligence 
Should for a Sanday-ſuitthy breath condenſe 
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* Into a body. Letme crack a ſtring 
> Inventuring higher ; were the note ſing, - 
; = Above heavens Ela, ſhould I undecline, 
» And with a deep-mouth'd Gammnt ſound agen, 
©: From poleto pole,] could not reach her worth, 
© Nor find an Epethite to let it forth. 
* Mettals may blazon common beauties; She 
; Makes pearl and planecs humble herauldy. 
2 Asthen a purer ſubſtance is defin'd, 
d. © But by a heap of Negatives combin'd; 
2 Ask what a ſpirit is, you'! hear them cry 
# Tt hath no matrer, no mortality, 
2 Socan1 not define how fect, how fair, 
= Onely1 ſay ſhe's not as others are. 
For what perfe@ion we to others grant, 
It is her ſole perfection to want. 
A.1 other formes ſ:em in reſpe& of thee 
The Almanacks miſhap'd Anatomy, 
Where Aries, head and face ; 3/4, neck and throat; 
The Scorpion gives the ſecrets; knees, the Goat : 
* A brief of limbs foul as thoſe beaſts, or are 
| Their nameſak'd ſignes in their ſtrange charaRer. 
As the Philoſophers to every ſence 
Marry it's objeR, yetwith ſome diſpence, 
And grantthem a poligamy withall, 
And theſe their common ſenfibles they call : 
' Sois't with her,who ſtinted unto none, 
Unites all Sences in each ation. 
Theſame beam heats and lights ; to ſee her well, 
. Is both to hear and feel, to taſte and ſmel. G k. 
( or 
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For can you want & paſate in your eyes, - 
When each of his containes a double prize, 
Venus his apple ? can th* eyes want noſe, 

V'Vhen from each cheek buds forth & fragrant Roſe? 
Or can the ſight be deaf if ſhe but ſpeak, 

A well-tun'd face ſuch moving Rhetorick ? 
Doth not each look a flaſh of light'ning feel 
VVhich ſpares the bodies ſheath,and melts the ſteel? 
Thy ſon! muſt needs confeſle, or grant thy ſence 
Corrupted with the objeRs excellence, 

Sweet Magick, which can make five ſences lie 
Conjur'd within the circle of an eye. 

In whom, ſince all the five are intermixc, 

Oh now that Scaliger would prove his fixt / 
Thou man of mouth, that canſt not name a She 
Unleſle all nature pay a Subſidie, 

VVoſe language isa Tax, whoſe Musl-cat verſe 
Voides nought but flowers for thy Muſes herle, 
Fitter than Cel5a's looks, who in a trice 

Canſt Nate the long diſputed Paradiſe : 

And with Divines hunt with ſo cold a (cent, 
Canſt in her boſome find it reſident. 

Now come aloft, come, come and breath a vein, 
And give ſome vent unto thy daring ſtrain. 

Say the Aftroloper, who ſpels the ſtars, 

In that fair Alphabet reads peace and wars, 
Miſtakes his Globe, and in her brighter eye 
!nterprets heavers Phyſiognomy. 

Call her the Metaphyſicks of her Sex, 

And ſay fhe tortures wits, as Y1artans ver 
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Phyfitians : call her the Sq»are Circle, ſay 

She is the very rule of Algebra: 

What ere you undertake not, ſay't of her, 

For that's the way to write her CharaRer, 

Say this and more, and when thou hop'ſt to raiſe 
Thy fancie ſo as to incloſe her praiſe, 

Alas poor Gethaw with thy Coocko hedge, 
Hyperhbolies are here but ſacriledge. 

Then rouze up Muſe, what thou haſt reveal'd one, 
Some comments clear not, but increaſe the doubr. 
Shethat affords poor mortals nota glance 

Of knowledge, but is known by ignorance: 

She that commits a rape on every ſence, 

Whoſe breath can countermand a peftilence 

She that can ſtrike the beſt invention dead, 

Till baffled Poetry hangs down her head: 

She, ſhe it is, ſhe that contains all bliſs, 

And makes the world but her Periphraſis. 
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Sir Tuomas Marrmin, 
Who ſubſcribed a Warrant thus. 


We the Knights and Gentlemen of the Com- 
mittee, &c. When there was no 
Knight but himſelf, 


'! Hz out a flag, and pather pence a piece 

| (Which Africk never bred,nor ſwelling Greece 

{ Witk-ſtories Timpany) a beaſt ſo rare 

I No Leiturers wrought cap, nor Bartlemew fare 

"Can match him ; natures whimſey, one that out-vies 

W:Trcderkin and his ark of Novelties. 

I'The Geog and agg of prodigious fights 

|| Wich reverence to your eyes, Sir Thomas K niehts : 

|/Buris this bigamy of titles due ? 

Are you Sir Thomas, and Sir Iartiz too? 

ILIſachar conckant *ewixt a brace of Sirs, 

"hou Knighthood ina pair of panniers. 

{Thou that look*ſtwrapt up in thy warlike leather, 

WTike Fal-n ine and 0/4 bound rogether, 

JSpurs repreſentative ! thou that art able 

Io ber To dr to King Arthurs Table : 
Vho in this ſacrilegions maſſe of all, 

iltfeems ba's ſwallowed 77ird/ors Hoſpitall. 
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Pair-royall headed Cerberns his Cozen : 
Hercules \abours were a Bakers dozen. 

Had he ©: trumpt on thee, whoſe forked neck 
Might we!l have anſwered at the Font for Smeckz 
But can a Knighthood on a Knighthood lie, 
Merttall on mettali is ill Armory. 

And yet the known Godfrey of Bullian's coat 
Shines in exception to the Heraulds vote. 
Great ſpirits move not by pedantick laws 
Their a&tions,theugh eccentrick, ſtate the cauſe, 
And Priſcian bleeds with honour : Ceſar thus 
Subſcrib'd two Conſuls with one 7aliwe. 

Tow never oaded Squire, ſcarce Yeoman high, 
Is Tom twice dipt Knight of a double dy ? 

Fond man ' whoſe fate is in his name betrai*d, 
It is the ſetting Sun doubles his ſhade ; 

But its no matter, for Awphibiow he 

May have a Knight hang'd, yet Sir Tow go free. 
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On the memory of Mr. Edward King, 
drows'd in the 1rife Seas. 


J Like not tears in tune, nor do I prize 

His artificial grief who ſcans his eyes, 
Nine weep down pious beads, bot why ſhould 1 
Confinethem to the Muſes Roſary ? 
I am no Poet here ; my pen's the ſpout 
Where the Rain-water of mine eyes runout 

If Tnpitty of that Name, whoſe fate we ſee 
i, Thus copied out in griefs Hydropraphy : 
|' The Muſes arenot Mair-maids, though upen 


{| His death the Ocean might turn Helicon, 
#| The Sea's too rough for verſe ; who rhimes upon't 


With Xerxes ſtrives to fetter th* Heleſponr. 

* My tears will keep no channell, know no laws 

|| To guidetheir fireams ; bur (like the waves their 

{' Run with diſturbance, till they ſwallow me (cauſe) 

|| As adeſcription of his miſery, 

| Butcanhis ſpatious virtue find « grave 

Within th* impoſthum*d bubble of a wave ? 

Whoſe learning if wee ſound, we muſt confeſſe 

The ſea but ſhallow, and him bottomleſſe. 

Could not the wind to counter-mand thy death, 

1 Withtheir whole card of Lungs redeem thy breath ? 

+ Or ſome new Iſland in thy reſcue peep, 

To heave thy reſurre&ion from the deep ! 

| Thatſothe world might ſee thy ſatery wrought, 

# Wrth ao lefſe wonder thanthy ſelf was ——_ . 
| c 
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7 The famous Sragerite, who in his life 

” Had nature as familiar as his wife, 

© Bequeath'd his Widdow to ſurvive witht' oe, 

| Queen Dowager of all Philoſophy : 

- An ominous Legacy, that did portend 

* Thy fate and Predeceſſors ſecond end: 

© Some have affirm'd,that what on earth we find, 

 TheSea can parralell in ſhape and kind : 

2 Books, arts, and to were wanting, but in thee 

2 Neptune hath got an Univerſity. 

” Wee'ldive no more for pearls, the hope to ſee 

' Thy ſacred reliquesof mortality 

* Shall welcome ſtorms, and make the ſea-men prize 
His ſhi pou now more than his merchandize. 

He ſhall embrace the waves, and to thy combe 

As to a Royaller Exchange ſhall come. 

What canwe now expeR ? water and fire; 

Both elements our ruine do conſpire : 

And that diſſolves us which doth us compound, 

One Vatican was burnt, another drown'd. 

We of the Gown our Libraries muſt toſs. 

To underſtand the greatneſs of our loſs, 

Be pupils to our grief, and ſo much grow 

In learning, as our ſorrows overflow. 

When we have fill'd the Rundlers of our eyes, 

We'l iſſu'e forth, and venc ſuch Elegies, 

As that our tears ſhall ſeem the 1ri/s Seas, 

We floating Iſlands, living Hebriaes. 
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Ell meno more of Stoicks : canſt thou tell y 
Who *twas, that when the waves began to ſwell, ® 4 
The Ship to ſink, fad paſſengers to call, lf 
[Maſter we periſh] ſlept ſecure of all > f 
Remember this, and him that waking kept, { 
Amind as conſtantas he did that flept. $ 
Canſt thou give credit to his zeal and love, 
That wentto Heaven, and to thoſe flames aboye 
Wraptin a fiery Chariot? ſinceT heard 
Who twas that on his knees the Veſſell ſteer'd 
With hands boltup to Heaven, ſince ] ſee 
As yet no ſign of his mortality ; 
Pardon me, Reader, it I ſay he's gone 
The ſelf-ſame journey in a watry one, 
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Upon at 


| 
' HERMAPHRODITE. 


rell,Þ Gn, or Madam, chuſe you whether, 

* CF Nature twiſt'd you both together : 
- Andmakesthy ſoul two garbs confeſle, 
© Both petticoat and breeches dreſle. 

: Thus we chaſtiſe the God of Wine, 

| With water that is feminine, 

* Untill the cooler Nymph abate - 

! His wrath, and ſo concorporate 

: Adamtill bis rib was loſt, 

Had both Sexes thus ingroſt : | 

When Providence our Sire did cleave, 

And out of Adam carved Eve, 

Then did man *bout wedlock treat, 

To make his body up compleat : 

Thus Matrimony ſpeaks but Thee 

In a grave ſolemnity. 

— | For manand wife make but one right 

Canonicall Hermaphroazte : 

Ravel thy body, and I find 

n | IR every limb a double kind. ER 

. Who would not think that head a pair 

That breeds ſuch faRions in the hair? 

©" | Onehalfſo ghurliſh in the couch, 

=z | That rather than endure ſo much, 

It would my tender limbs apparre!l 

In Regs#las his nailed «Ws : 
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But the other halfſo ſmall, 

And ſo amorous withall, 

That Czpid thinks each hait doth grow 
A \tring for his invis'ble bow. 

When look babies inthine eyes, 

Here Vens,there Ads lies. 

And though thy beauty be high noon, 
Thy Orb containes both Sun and Moon : 
How many melting kiſſes «kip 

*I wizt thy Male and Female hip? 
*Twixtthy upper bruſh of bair 

And thy nether beards deſpaire ? 

When thou ſpeak'ſt, I would not wrong 
Thy ſweetneſle with a double tongue : 
Rut in every ſingle ſound 

A perfe& Dialogue is found : 

Thy breaſts diſtinguiſh one another ; 
This the ſiſter, that the Brother. 
When thou joyn'ſt hands, my car ſtill fanctes 
The Nupriall found, ] ohx take Fraxces : 
. Feel but the difference, ſofc, and rough, 
This is a Gantlet, that a Muff: 

Had fly Tlyſſes at the ſack 

Of Trey brought thee his Pedlers pack, 
And weapons too to know Achilles 

From King Nichomedes Phill:s, 

His plot had fail'd ; this hand would feel 
The needle, that the warlike ſteel. 

When muſick doth thy pace advance, 
Thy rightleg takes the 1zft to dance, 
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Nor is't aa Galliard danc'd by one, 
But a mixt daunce though alone : 
Thus every heteroclite part 
. Changes gender, not the heart. 
Nay thoſe which modeſty can mean, 
And dare not ſpeak, are Epiccene; 
That gamſter needs muſt overcome, 
That can play both Tib and Tom. 
Thus did Natures mintage vary, 
Ceyning thee a Philip and Mary: 


———_ m rm age 4. ooo 


The Authors 


HERMAPHRODITE. 


Mage after Mr. Randolph's death , yet inſert- 
edinto his POEM $» 


Robleme of Sexes ; muſt thou likewiſe be . 

As diſputabte in thy pedigree ? 
Thou twins-in-one, in whom Dame Nature tries 
To throw leſſe than Aums ace upon two Dice: , 
Wer'c thu” ſerv'd up two in one diſh, the rather 
To ſplit thiy Sireinto a double father ? 
True, the worlds ſcales are even : what the main 
In one place gets, another quits again 
Nature loſt one by thee, _ therefore muſt 
Sli-e one in two to keep her number juſt: 

B 2 | Plurality | 
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Plurality of livings is thy ſtate, 

And therefore mine muſt be impropriate. 
For, ſince the child is mine, and yet the claim 

Is —_— by anorhers name, 

Never did ſteeple carry double truer, 

His is the Donative, and mine the Cure. 

Then ſay my Muſe (and without more diſpute ) 
Who *cis that frme doth ſuper-inſticute. 

The Thebax Wittall, when he once deſcries, 

7ove is his rivall, falls to ſacrifice : 

That name hath tipt his horns : ſee on his knees ; 
Ahealth ro Hans-en Kelder Hercales. 

Nay ſublunary cuckolds are content 

To entertaine their fate with complement ; 

And ſhall not he be prond, whom Rando/ph daigns 
To quarter with his Muſe both armes and brains ? 
Grammercy Goſſip, I rejoyce to ſee 

Shee*ch got a leap of ſuch a Barbary. 

Talk not of horns, horns are tbe Poets creit ; 
For ſince the Muſes left their former neſt, 

To found a Nwnnery in Raxdetph's quill, 

Cuckold Parnaſſus is a forked hill. 

But ſtay, I've wak't his duſt, his Marble ſtirs, 
And brings the worms for his compurpators. 
Can Ghoſt have naturall ſons ? ſay Ogg, is'tmeer, 
Penance bear date after the winding ſheet ? 

Were it a Phexix ( as the double kind 
May ſeem ro prove, deing there's two cowbin'd ) 
It would diſclaim my right, and that it were 
Taclawfull iſſue of his aſhes, ſwear. 
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- But was he dead > did not his ſoul tranſlate 


Herſelf into a ſhop of leſſer rate ? 
Or break up houſe, like an expenſive Lord, 
T hat gives his purſe a fob, and lives at board ? 
Letold Pithagoras but play the Pimp, 
And ſtill there*s hopes *c may prove his baftard imp: 
But I'me prophane ; For grant the world had one, 
With whom he might contract annnion, 
They two were one, yet like an Eagle fpread, 
I*ch body joyo'd, but parted in the head. 

For you my brat, that poſe the Porph'ry Chair, 
Pope fohw, or {* 19, Or whatſoe*re youre, 
You are a nephew, grieve notat your ſtate, 


+ Forall the world is illegitimate. 


Man cannot get a man, unteffe theSun 


; Club to the aQ of generation. 
The Sunand man getman, thus Zow and I 


Are the joynt fathers of thy Poetry. 

For fince (bleſt ſhade) this verſe is male, but mine, 
O*ch* weaker Sex, a fancy feminine: | 
Wee'l part the child,and yer commit no flaughter, 
So ſhall it be thy ſon, and yet my daughter. % 


—_ 


Tothe Hec tors, upon theunfor- 
tunate death of H, COMPTON. 


wo HeQors ! tame profeſſors of the Sword, 
K \Who inthe chair ſtate Dnels,whofe black words 
| B 3 Be 
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Bewiches courage, and like Devils too 
Leavesthe bewitch'd,when't comes to fight and do; 
Who on yourerrand our beſt Spirits ſend, 

Not to kill Swine or Cowes, but man and friend ; 
Who are an whole Court-Martial in your drink, 
And diſpute Honour, when you cannot think 
Nor orderly, bur prate out valuur as 

You gro'v inſpir'd by th oracle of the Glaſs; 
Then (like our zeal-drunk Presbyters) cry down 
All Law of Kings and God, but what's their own. 
Then y'have the gift of fighting, candiſcern 


WY Spirits, who's fir to a&t and who tolearn, 


Who ſhall be bafMed next, who muſt be beat, 

Who kill'd ; that you may drink,and ſwear,and eat: 
Whilſt you applaud thoſe murthers which you teach, 
And live ypon the wounds your Riots preach. 

| Meer booty ſoules ! Who bid us fight a prize 

To fgalt the laughter of our enemies? 
Who ſhour,' and clap ax wounds, count it pure gain, 
Meer providence, to hear a Comptoy's (lain. 

A name they dearly hate,and juſtly; ſhould (bloud; 
They lov'c *twere worſe, their love would taint the 
Bloud alwayes true, true as their ſwords and caule, 
And never vainly loft, till your wild Lawes 
Scandall'd their aRions in this perſon, who 
Truely durſt more than you dare think to do. 

A manmade up of graces, every Move | 
Had enternainment init, and drew Love 
From all but him who kill'd him, who ſeeks a grave, 
And feares a Death more ſhameful than he gore. 
| h CE | Now 
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Now you dread HeRors ! you whom tyrant drink 
| Dragsthrice about the Town ; what do you.think ? 
(If you be ſober) 1s it vallour ? ſay ! 

10 oyercome, and then to run away. 

Fie, fie, your luſts and Duels both re one, 
Both are repented of as ſoon as done. 
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Square Cap. 


Ome hither Apollv's bouncing pirle, 
And in a whole Hipocrine of (ſherry . 
Let's drink a ronnd till our braines do whirle, 
Tuning our pipes to make cur ſelves merry ; 
A Cambridge-Laſſe, Venu-like, born of the froth, 
Of an old half-filld Jug of barly broth; 
She ſhe's m Miſtreſſe, her Suiters are many, 
But ſhce'l have a Squzare-cap if ere ſhe haveany. 


And firſt, for the Pluſh ſake, the Aſnnmonth-cap 
Shaking his head like an empty bottle. (comes. 
With his new fangled oath, by Z«pirers thumbs, 
Thar to her health hee'l begin a pottle: 
He tels her that after the death of his Grannam, 
Re ſhall have God knows what per annum : 
Bur ſtill ſhe replied, good Sir La-bee, 
If ever I have a man, Square-cap for me. 
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Then Calot Leamher-cap ſtrongly pleades, 

And fain would derive the pedigree of faſhion : 
The Aztipodes wear their ſhooes on their heads, # 
And why may nor we in their imitation ? 

Oh, how this foot-ball noddle would pleaſe, 

If it were but well tofs'd on S. Thema: his Lees. 
But (till ſhe repli'd, good Sir La- bee, X 
If ever I have a man, Square-cap for me, : 


| 


Next comes the Puritan in a Wrought-cap, b- 
With along waſted conſcience towards a Siſter, 

And making a chappell of eaſe of her lap, 
Firſt he ſaid grace, and then he kiſt her. 

Belov'd, quoth he, thou art my Text, | 

Then falls he to Uſe and Application next : 8 1 
But then ſhe replied, your Text (Sir) I'le be, 
For then I'm ſure you'l ne'r handle me. 


- 


But ſee where Sattaix-cap ſcouts about, (marry ; | 
And faine would this wench in his fellowſhip 
He told herhow ſuch a man was not put our, | 
Becauſe his wedding he cloſely hid carry, 
Hee'l purchaſe Induction by Simony, 
And offers her money her incumbent to be. , 
But ſtill ſhe replied , good Sir La-bee, 
If ever I have a man, Square-cap for me. 


The Lawyer's a Sophiſter by his Rownd-cap, 
Nor in their fallacies are they divided ; 


The 
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The one milks the pocket, the other the tap, 
And yet this wench he fain would have brided. 
* Comeleave theſe thred bare Scholars, quoth he, 
{ And give me livery and ſeiſon of thee: 
But peacefohn-a-Nokes, and leav your Oration, 

?  ForlI never will be your [mpropriation. 
* TIprayyoutherefore good Sir La-bee ; 
" Forifeverl have a man, Square-cap tor me, 


AAA 


——— ——— 


/ Upon Pn1rLIs walking in a + 
Morning before Sun-rifing, 


"THe ſluggiſh morn as yet undreſt, 
' My Phils brake from out her Eaſt, 
| As if ſhee'd made a match to run 
* With Yexws, Uſher to the Sun. 
y © The trees, like Yeomen of her guard, 
ip # Serving more for pomp than ward, 

'F Bank'doneach ſide with loyall duty, 
Wave branches to encloſe her beguty. 
The plants, whoſe luxury was lopt, 
Or age with crutches underpropr, 
Whoſe wooden carkaſes are grown 
T 0 be but coffins of their own, 
Revive, and at her generall dole 
Each receives his ancient ſoul. 

The winged Choreſters began 
To chirp their Mattins : and the Fan 
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Of whiftling winds, like Organs, plaid, 
e 


Unto their Voluntaries ma 

The wak*ned earth in odours riſe 
To be her morning Sacrifice, 

The flowers call'd ont of their beds, 
Start and raiſe up their drowſie heads, 
And he that tor cheir colour ſeeks, 
May find it vaulcing in her cheeks, 
Where Roſes mix : no civill war 
Between her 7ork and Lancaſter 

The Marigold, whoſe Courtiers face 
Ecchoes the Sun, and doth unlace 
Her at his riſe, at his full ſtop 

Packs, and ſhuts up her gawdy ſhop ; 
Miſtakes her kue, and doth diſplay ; 
Thus Phill antidates the day. 

Theſe miracles had cramp't the Sun, 
Veho thinking that his Kingdom's won, 
Powders with light bis friz'led locks, 
To ſee what Saints his luſtre mocks. 

The trembling leaves through which he plaid, 
Dapling the walkgwith light and ſhade, 
Like lattice-windowes, give the ſpy 
Room but to peep with half an eye, 
Leaſt her full Orb his fight ſhould dim, 
And bidsus all good-night in him, 
Till the would ſpend a gentle ray, 
To force us a new-faſhion'd day. 
zut what religious Pallie's this, 
th ch makes the boughs diveſt therr bliſfe 2? 
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nd that they might her footſteps ſtraw 


- Prop their leaves with ſhivering awe. 
{Phillis perceives, (and leaſt her ſtay 
*<hould wed 9ober unto May ; 

*And as her beauty caus'd a Spring, 
Devotion might an Autumn bring) 
-Withdrew her beams, yer made no night, 
,. Butleft the Sun her Curate-light. 


Al 


—.  —— 


.. {Upon a Mist & that made a great 
feaſt, and the next day died for wie 


Or ſcapes he ſo : our dinner was fo good, 

( My liquoriſh Muſe cannot but chew the cud : 
And what delight ſhe took in th'* imitation, 
 Ctrives to caſt 0're again in this relation. 

After a tedious grace in Hopkins rhime, 

Not for devotion but to take up time, - 
March'd the traind-band of diſhes uſher'd there, 
To ſhew their poſtures, and then as-they were, 

For he invites no teeth, perchance the eye 

He will afford the lovers gſuttony ; 

This is a feaſt, a Muſter, nor a fight, 

Our weapons not for ſervice bur for light, 

But are we Tanaliz'd ? is al! chis meac 
Cook'd by a Limner for to vievy, not eat ? 

Th' Aſtrologers keep ſuch Hoxſes when they ſup 
On joynts of Taxras, or their heavenly Tup. R 
| \V at» 
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Whatever feaſts be made are ſum'd up here, 
His table vyes not ſtanding with his chear. 
His Churchings, Chriſtnings, in this meal are all, 
And not tranſcrib'd, butin th' Originall. 
Chriſtmas is no feaſt moveable : for lo 
The felf ſame dinner was ten yeares ago ; 
*[ will be immortal, if it longer ſtay, 
The gods will eat it for Ambroſea. 
But ftay a while unleſle my whinyard fail, 
Or is inchanted, I'le cur off th? jntail. 
Saint George for England then, have at the Mutton, 
When. the firſtcut calls me bloud-thirſty glutton : 
What 4jax,with his anger quodl'd brain 
Kil/ing a ſheep, thought A gamemmon (lain, 
The fiction's now prov'd true; wounding hisroſt, 
} lamentably butcher up mine hoſt : 
Such ſympathy is with his meat, my weapon 
Makes him an Eunuch , when it carves his Capon. 
Cur a Gooſe leg, and the poor foul for moan 
Turns cripple too, and after ſtands on one. 
Have you not heard the abominable ſpore, 
A Lancaſter Grand-Jury will report ? 
FT he fouldicr with his Morglay watch the Milf, 
The cats they camero feait, when luſty ill 
Whips off great Puiles leg, which by ſome charm 
Proves the next day ſuch an old womans arm : 
«*Fis fo with him, whoſe carcaſe never ſcapes, 
But ſt1j] we ſtaſh them in a thouſand ſhapes : 
Our ferving-men, like Spanniels range, to ſpring 
Lhe fowl when he hath clockt under her wing. 
= Should 
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Should he on Widgeon, and on Woodcock feed, 
2, #1ewere (Thyeſtes like) on his own breed. 
; 2 To pork he pleads a ſuperſtition due, 
© But not a mouth is muzled by the Jew. 
3 Sauces we ſhould have none, had he his wiſh, 
* The Oranges 1'ch margent of the diſh, 
> Hewith ſuch Hucſters tellthem o're and ore, 
2 Th' Heſperian Dragon never watcht them more. 
> Butbeing eaten now into deſpair, 
Having nought elſe to do he falls co prayer. 
'# As thou didſt once put onthe form of Bull, 
And turn'ſt thy 1 to a lovely Mull, 
Defend my rumpgreat 7ove, grant this poor beef 
of: | May live to comfort me in all this grief. 
*S Butno Amen was ſaid : See, ſee it comes, 
Draw boyes,let trumpets ſound, and ſtrike up drums? 
See how his bloud doth with the gravy ſwim, 
And every trencher has a limb of him. 
TheVen'ſons now in view,our hounds ſpend deeper. 
Strange Deer which in the Paſty hath a keeper 
Striter than in the Park, making his gueſt 
(As he hath ſtoln't alive) to ſteal ic Feſt: 
The ſcentwas hot, and we purſuing faſter, 
, Than 9vias pack of dogs e're chac'd their Maſter; 
A double prey at once may ſeize upon, 
Atton and his Caſe of Veniſon : - 
Thus was he torn alive. To vex him worſe, 
Death ſerves him up now as a ſecond courſe. 
Should we, like Thraciaxs, our dead bodies ear, 
114 | He would have liv'd onely to ſave his meat. 
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A Young Man to an Old Woma 


Conrting him, 


Pc Beldam Zve, ſurceaſe thy ſuit ; 

There's no temptation in ſuch fruit, 

No rotten Medlers, whilſt there be 

Whole Orchards in Virginity. 

Thy ſtock istoo much out of date 

For tender plants t'invculate. 

A match with thee thy bridgroom feares, 

Would be thought intereſt in his yeares. 

Which when compar'd to thine, become 

Odd money to thy Grandam ſumme. 

Can Wedlock know ſo great a curſe 

As putting Husbands out to Nurſe > 

How Pond and Rivers would miſtake 

Andcry new Almanacks for our ſake ? 

Time ſure hath wheel'd about this year, 

December meeting fanveer. 

Th' Xgyptian Serpent figures time, 

And ſtript, returns unto his prime : 

Ifmy afﬀfeRtion thou would'ſt win, 

Firſt caſt thy Hieroglyphick'skin. 

My modern lips know not (alack ) 

The old Religion of thy ſmack 

1 count that primitive imbrace, 

As out of faſhion as thy face. 

And yet ſo long *tis ſince thy fall, 

Thy fornication's claſlicall. | 
Gur 
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* I'me no tranſlator, have no vein 

* - To turn a woman young againe : 
 Unleſſe you'l grant the Taylor's due, 
* To fſcethe fore-bodies be new: 
 Lloveto wearclothes that are fluſh, 


| Like Aldermen, or Monſter-Sheriffs, 
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Our ſports will differ, thou may'ſt play 
Leero, and I Alphonſo way. 


Not prefacing old rags with pluſh : 


With canvas backs, and velvet-ſleeves. 
And juſt fach diſcord there would be 
Betwixt thy Skeleton and me. 

Go ſtudy fave and treacle, ply 

Your tennants leg, or his ſore eye ; 
Thus Matrons purchaſe credit, thank 
Six penni-worth of Mountebank. 

Or chew thy cood on ſome delight 
Thou takeſtin thy Eighry Eigbr. 

Or be but bed-rid once, and then 
Thou'lt dream thy youthfull ſins agen. 
But if thou needs wilt be my Spouſe, 
Firſt hearken and attend my vowes. 
When A&tna's fires ſhall nndrg» 

T he penance of the Alps in ſnow : 

When $01 at oe bl.ift of his hora 

Poſts from the Crab to Capricorn, 
Whea th* heavens ſhvffle all in one, 

The Torrid with the froz,.n Zone ; 
When all theſe centr adiftions meeer, 

Then (Sybill) tho» and I will g-cer.. 
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For all theſe ſemiles do hold | 

In my young heat and thy dull cold ; 

Thenif a Feaver be ſo good 

A Pimp as to inflame thy bloud, | 

Hymen ſhall twiſt thee, and thy page 

The diſtin& Tropick of mans age. 
Well (Madam Time) be ever bald; 

I'le not thy Perywig be call'd. 

F'le never be 'ſtead of a lover, 

An aged Chronicles new cover. 


*: ———_ 


— — 


To Mrs. K. T. who askt him 
why he was Dumb. 


] 
gn.” ſhould I anſwer (Lady) then 
In vain would be your queſtion. 
Should 1 be dumb, why then again 
Your asking me would be in vain. 
Silence nor ſpeech (on neither hand ) 
Can fatisfie this ſtrange demand. 
Yer ſince your will throwes me upon 
This wiſhed contradiRion, 
Vle tell you how 1 did become 
$0 ſtrangely (as you hear me) dumb. 
Ask but the chap-fall*n Puritan, 
*Tis zeal thattongue-ties that good man, 
For heat of conſcience all men hold, 
Is ch onely way to catch their cold : 
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How ſhould loves zealot then forbear 
To be your filenc'd Miniſter ? 
Nay, your Religion, which doth grant 
A worſhip due to you my Saint, . 
Yet counts itthat devotion wrons 
That does it in the vulgar tgngue. 
My ruder words would give offence 
To ſuch an hallow'd excellence : 
As th' Engliſh Diale& would vary 
The goodneſle of an Ave Mary. 
How can I ſpeak, that twice am checkt 
By this and that religious Se? 
Still dumb, and in your facel ſpy 
Still canſe, and ſtill Divinity ! 
As ſoon as bleft with your ſalute, 
My manners taught me to be mute ? 
For, leaſt they cancel all the bliſſe, 
You ſign'd with ſo divine a kiſle, 
The lips you ſeal muſt needs conſent 
Unto the tongues impriſonment. 
My tongue in hold, my voice doth riſe 
With a ſtrange E-/ato my eyes, 
Where it gets hail, and in that ſenſe 
Begins a new-found Eloquence : 
Oh liſten with attentive ſight 
To what my pratling eyes indite : 
Or (Lady) ſince 'tis in your choiſe, 
To give, or to ſyſpend my voice, 
With the ſame key ſet opethe door 
Wherewith you lockt it faſt before; 
C 


Kiſſe 
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Kiſſe once again, and when you thus Bo 
Have doubly been miraculous, 
My Muſe ſhall write with Handmaids duty, "BN 


The Golden Legend of your beauty. 


He, whom his dumbneſfe now confines, 
But meanes to ſpeak the reſt by ſignes. Boy 
| s Aa, 
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A Fair NYMPH ſcorning 2 Black 
Boy Courting her. 


ths. = off, and let me take the air, 
Why ſhould the ſmoak purſue the fair ? 
Boy. My face is ſmoak, thence may be gueſs't al 
What flames within have ſcorch'd my breſt : 
Nymph. The flame of love ] cannot view, 
For the dark Lanthorn of thy hue. 
Bey, And yet this Lanthorn keeps Loves taper, 
Surer than yours that's of white paper. 
What ever midnight hath been here, 
The Moon-ſhine of your light can clear, 
Nymph. My Moon of an Eclipſe is *fraid, 
If thuu ſhould'ſt interpoſe thy ſhade. 
Boy. Yet onething (ſweet-heart) I will ack, 
Buy for me a new falſe Mask. 
Nymph. Yes : but my bargain ſhall be this, 
Fe. throw my Mask off when 1 kiſle. 
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Zoy. Our curl'd imbraces ſhall delight, 
To checquer limbs with black and white. 


"" Nymph. Thy ink, my paper, make me gueſle, 


Our Nuptia."bed will make a preſle ; 
And in our ſports, if any came, 
They'l read a wanton Epigram, 

Boy, Why ſhould my black thy love impair ? 
Let the dark ſhop commend thy ware : 
Or ifthy love from black forbeares, 

| Tleſtrive to waſhit off with teares. 
Nymph. Spare fruitleſſe teares,ſince thou muſt needs 

Still wear about the mourning weeds : 

Tearescan no more affe&ion win, 

Than waſh thy Ethiopian skin. . ' 


— 


A Dialogue between two LEALO@OTS 
upon the &C. in the OATH, 


Ir Roger, from a zealous piece of Freeze, 
JRais'd to a Vicar of the Children threes ; 
hoſe yearly Audit may, by ſtrit accompr, 
0 twenty Nobles and his Vailes amount ; 
Fed on the common of the female charity, 
ntill-the Scors can bring about their yorny ; 
So ſhotten, that his ſoul like to himſelf, 
alks but in Y=erpo : this ame Clergy Elf, 
Encount'ring with a brother ofthe Cloth, 
ell preſently to Cudgels __ the Oath : 
S 
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The Quarrel was a ftrange miſ-ſhapen Monſter, 


&c. (God bleſle us) which they conſter, 
The brand upon: the buttock of rhe Beaſt, 
The Dragons tail ti'd on a knot, a neaſt 
Of young Apocriphaes, the faſhion 
Ofa new mental Reſervation. 
While Roger thus divides the text, the other 


Winks and expounds, ſaying, My pious brother, 


Hearken with reverence ; for the point is nice, 


I never read on't, but I faſted twice, 

And ſo by Revelation know it better 

Than all the learn'd Idolaters*orh* Letter. 
With that he ſwelPd, and fell upon the Theam, 
Like great Gel;ah with his Weavers beam : 

I ſay to thee &c. thou li'ſt, 

Thouartthe curled lock of Antichriſt: . 
Rubbiſh of Zabell, for who will not ſay 
Tongues were confounded in 2c? 

Who ſwears &«, ſwears more oaths at once 
Than Cerber& out of his triple Sconce : 
Who views it wel{, with the ſame eye beholds 
The old half Serpent in his numerous foulds. 
Accurlt cc thou, for now I ſcent 

- What lately the prodigious Oyſters meant. 
Oh Booker, Booker, how cam'ſt thou to lack 
This ſign in thy prophetick Almanack ? 

"It's the dark Vault wherein th' infernal plot 
Of Powder *gainſt the State was firſt begor. 
Peruſe the Oath, and you ſhall ſoon deſcry it 
By all the Father Garzers that ſtand by it ; 
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*Gainft whom the Church, whereof I am a Member, 


Shall keep another fifth day of November. 

Yet here's not all, I cannot half untruſs 

&c. it's fo abhominous. 

The T79jan Nag was not fo fully lin'd, 

Unrip &c. and you ſhall find 

OF the great Commiſlary, and which is worſe, 
The Apparatour upon his skew-bal'd horſe. 
Then (finally my Babe of Grace) forbear, 


&c. will betoo far to ſwear ; 
For *tis (to ſpeak in a familiar ſtile ) 
A Tork- ſhire wea-bit, longer than a mile. 

Then Roger was infſpir'd, and by Gods-diggers, 
Hee'l ſwear at words in large, and not in figures. 
Now by this drink, which he takes off, as loth 
To leave, &c. in his liquid Oath. 

His brother pledg'd him, and that bloudy wine, 

He ſwears ſhall ſeal the Synods CataiIne. | 
So they drunk on, not offering to part 

Till they had quite ſworn out th'* eleventh quart ; 
While all that ſaw and heard them, joyntly pray, 
They and their tribe were all &c. 


SMECTYMNUUS or the 
Ciuz-Divinss. 


CMeitymunys | the Goblin makes me ſtart; 
I'th' Name of Rabbi Abrahams, what art > 
C 3 Syriack? 
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Syriack > or Arabick ? or Welſh? what skilt > 
Ap all the Bricklayers that Babel builr, 
Some Conjurer tranſlate, and let me know it : 
Till then *ris fit for a Weſt-ſaton poet. 


But doe the brother-hood then play their prizs 


Like Mummers in Religion with diſpniſes ? 
Out-brave us with a name in Rank and File, 


A name,which if *twere train'd,would ſpread a mile 


The Saints monopoly, the zealous clufter, 
Which like a Porcupine preſents a muſter, 

And ſhoots hisquills at Biſhops and their ſeas, 
A devout litter of young Maccabeess 

Thwis Jack-of all-trades hath devoutly ſhown 
The twelve Apoſtles on a Cherry-ſtone: 

Thus faRion's All-a-Mode in treaſons faſhion ; 
- Now we have Herefie by Complication. 

Like to Dos 2uixots Roſary of ſlaves 

Strung on a chain; a Murnival of knaves 

Packt ina trick, like Gypſies when they ride, 
Or like Colleagues, which fit all of a ſide : 

So the vain fatyriſtsſtand all arow ; 

As hollow teeth upon a Lure-ſtring ſhow. 

Th' 1:4/iay Monſter pregnant with his brother, 
Natures Dyereſss, half one another, 

He, with bis little ſides-man Lazarus, 

Muſt both give way unto Smeftymunw. 

Next Sturbridge- Fair is Stecks ; foro his fide 
Jnto a five-fold Lazar's multipli'd. 

Under each arm there's tuckt a double gyflard, 
Five faces lurk under one ſingle vi zard. BR 
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The Whore of Baby/o»left theſe brats behind, 
Heires of confuſion by Gavel kind. 

1 think Pithagoras's ſoul is rambl'd hither, 

Wirth all the change ofRaiment on together : 
Smec is her generall Ward-robe, ſhee*l not dare 
To think of him as ofa thorough-fare; 

He ſtops the Goſliping Dame ; alone he is 

The purlew of a Metempſucbeſir. 

Like a Scotch Mark, where the more modeſt ſenſe 
Checks the loud phraſe, and ſhrinks to 13. pence: 
Like to an 1px fatuw, whoſe flame, 

Though ſometimes tripartite, joynes in the ſame : 


| Like to nine Taylors, who if rightly ſpell'd, 


Into one man are monoſyllabeld. 
Short-handed zeal in one hath. cramped many, 
Like to the Decalogue ina ſingle penny. 

See, ſee, howcloſe the curs hunt under ſheet, 
Asif they ſpent in Quire, and ſcan'd their feet 
One Cure and five Incumbents leap a truſs : 
Thetitle ſure muſt be litigious. 

The Sadaxces would raiſe a queſtion, 

Who muſt be Smec at the ReſurreRion. 

Who coop'd them up together were too blame, 
Had they but wire-drawn, and ſpun out their name, 
*T would make another prentices Petition 

Againſt the Biſhops and their ſuperſtition, 

Robſon and French (that count from five to five, 
As far as nature fingers did contrive, 

She ſaw they would be ſeſſers, that's the cauſe 


She cleft their hoof into ſo many clawes ) 
C 4 Ma 


36 POEMS, 


May tire their carret bunch,yer ne're agree 
To rate Smettymnnu for Polemony. 
Caligula, whoſe pride was mankinds bail, 
As who diſdain'd to murther by retail ; 
Wiſhing the world had but one general neck, 


No eccho can improve the Author more, 
Whoſe lungs pay uſe on uſe to half a ſcore. 
No Fellon is more letter'd, though the brand 
Both ſuperfcribes his ſhoulder and his hand. 
Some Welch-man was his Godfather, for he 
Weares in his name his Genealogy. 


Betwixt Smettymanu and Et cetera. 

The Gueſts invited by a friendly ſummons, 

Should be the Convocation and the Commons ; 

The Prieſt to tie the Foxes tails rogether, » -. 

HMeſeley, or Sanita Clara, chuſe yon whether. 

.» See, whatan off-ſpring every one expeRs |! 

* What ſtrange pluralities of men and ſe&s? 

| Oneſayes heel get a Veſtery, another 

Ts for a Synod : Bet upon the mother : 

Faith cry St. George, let them go to't, and ſtickle, 

Whether a Ce or a Conventicle. 

Thus might religions catterwaul, and ſpight, 

Which ufes to divorce, might once unite. 

But their croſle fortunes interdi& their trade, 

The Groom is Rampant, but the Bride diſplai'd. 
My task is done, all my hee-Goats are milkt , 

So many cardsi'th* ſtock, and yer be bilkt ? 


His glutton blade might bave found -game in Smec. 


The Banes are ask'd, would but the time give way, 


'@i--L-Yoe, 
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I could by letters now untwiſt the rabble ; 

Whip Smec from Conſtable to Conſtable. 

But there | leave youto another dreſling, 

Onely kneel down, and rake your fathers bleſling, 
May the 2neen- Mother juſtitie your feares, 
And ſtretch her Patent to your leather eares,, 


—  ———— 


The mixt Aſſembly. 


| ons Synod ; an Aſſembly brew'd 
Of Clerks and Elders, ana, like the rude 
Chaos of Presbyt'ry, where Iay-men-guide 
With the tame wool-pack Clergy by their ſide. 
Who ask'd the Banes *twixt thele diſcolour'd mates? 
A ſtrange groteſco this, the Church and States 
Moſt divine tick-tack in a pie-bald crew, 
To ſerve as table-men of divers hue. 
She that conceiv'd an e/£thiopiar heir 
By picture, when the parents both were fair, 
Ar ſight of you had born a dappled ſon, 
You checquering her imaginatian. 
Had 7 acobs flock but ſeen you ſit, the dams 
Had brought forth ſpeckled ,and ringſtreaked lambs. 
Like an Impropriators Motley kind, 
'Whoſe ſcarlet Coat is with a Caſſock lin'd, 
Like the Lay-thief in a Canonick weed. 
Sure of bis Clergy c're be did the deed, 
Like Royſton crowes, who are (as I may ſay ) 
F riers of both the Orders, Black andGrey. 
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So mixt they are, one knowes not whether's thicker, 
AlLayre of Burgeſſe or a Layre of Vicar. 
Have they uſurp'd what Royall 7-dah had > 
And now muſt Ley too part ſtakes with Gad ? 
The Scepter and the Croſier are the crutches, 
Which if not truſted in their pious clutches, 
_ fail the Criple ſtate. And were't not pity 
ut both ſhould ſerve the yardwand of the City ? 
That 1/aac might ſtroak his beard, and ſit 
Judge of &s ads and Elegerit. 
Oh that they were in chalk and charcoal drawn ! 
The Miſcelany fatyr, and the fawn, 
And all the Adulterics of cwiſted nature, 
But faintly repreſent this ridling feature, 
Whoſe members being notcallies, they'l not own 
Their fellowes at the Reſurrection : 
Strange ſcarlet Doors theſe, they'l paſſe in ſtory 
For ſinners half refin'd in Purgatory ; 
Or parboyl'd Lobſters, where there joyntly rules 
The fading fables, and the coming gules: 
The flea that Falſtaff damn'd, thus lewdly ſhowes | 
Tormented in the flames of Bards/phs Noſe, 
Like him that wore the Dialogue of Cloakes, 
This ſhoulder fohbn-a-ſtiles, that Foha- a-Nokes. 
Like Jewes and Chriſt;ans in a ſhip together, 
With an old Neck-verſe to diſtinguiſh either, 
Like their intended Diſcipline to boot, 
Or whatſoe're hath neither head nor foot: 
+ Such may their ſtript-ſtuff hangings ſcem to be, 
Sacriledge matcht with Codpiece-ſymony : 
Be 
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Be fick and dream a little, you may then 
Phanſie theſe Linſie-Woolfie Veſtry men: 

Forbear good Pembrock, be not over-daring, 
Such company may chance to ſpoil thy ſwearing : 
And theſe Drum-Major oaths of bulk unruly, 
May dwindle to a feeble By my truly. 

He that the Noble Percies bloud inherits, 
Will he ſtrike up a Hot-ſpar of the ſpirits? 
Hee'l fright the 0ba4;ah out of tune, 

With his uncircumciſed A/gernoon : 

A name ſo ſtubborn, *tis not to be ſcan'd 
By himin Gath with the ſix finger'd hand. 

See, they obey the Magick ofmy words: 
Prefto, they're gone, and now the Houſe of Lords 
Looks like the wither'd face of an old hagg, 

But with three teeth, like to a triple gags. 

A Jig, a Jig, and in this antick dance 
Fielding and doxy Marſhall firſt advance, 

T wife blowes the Scotch pipes, and the loving brace 
Puts on the traces and treads cinque-a-pace. 
Then Say and Sea/ muſt his old hamſtrings ſapple, 
And he and rumpled Pa/mey makes a couple. 
Palmer's a fruitfull girle, if hee'] unfold her, 

The Midwife may find work about her ſhoulder, 
K imbolton that rebell1ous Boaverges, 

Muſt be content to ſaddle Door Buarges : 

If Burges get a Clap *tis ne're the worſe, 

But the fifr cime of his Compurgators. 

Nel Bowls is coy, good ſadneſle cannot dance, 
But in obedience co the Ordinance. 


Here 
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Here Wharton wheels about, till Mamping Liddy, 
Like the full Moon, hath made his Lordſhip giddy. 
P;mand the Members mult their giblets levy, 

7 *1ncounter Madam Sec that ſingle Beyy. 

If they two truck tegether, *cwill not be 

A Child- birth, but a Gaol- delivery. 

Thus every Gibelrne hath got his Guelph, 

But S/den, hee's a Ga'liard by himfelf, 

And well may be, there's more Divines in him 

Than in all this their Jewiſh Sanhedrims : 

Whoſe Canons in the forge ſhall then bear date 
When Mules their Coſin Germans generate. 

Thus Moſes Law is violated now, 

The Ox and Aﬀe go yoak'din the fame plough, 
Reſignthy Coach-box Twiſſe ; Brock's Preacher, he 
Would ſort the beaſts with more conformitie, 
Water and earth make but one globe,a Round-head 
Is Clergy-Lay, Party-per-pale compounded. 


The Kings Diſguude. 


ND why a Tenant to this vile diſguiſe, (eyes ? 
Which who but fees, blaſphemes thee with his 
My twins of light within their penthouſe ſhrink ; 
And hold it their Allegiance now to wink. 

Oh for a ſtate-diſtin&ionro arraign 

Chartes of high Treaſon *gainſt my Soveraign. 

| What anvuſurper to his Prince is wont, 

Wy Cloyſter and ſhave him, he himſelf hath dont. 


Ris 
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His muffled feature ſpeaks him a recluſe, 

His ruines prove him a religious houſe, 

The Sun hath mew'd his beams from off his lamp, 
And Majeſty defac'd the Royal ſtamp. 

1st not enough thy Dignities in thrall, 

But chouw'lt tranſmute it in thy ſhape and all ? 
Asif thy Blacks were of too tainta die, 
Without the tinQure of Tautology. 

Flay an Z&gyptian for his Caſſock skin, 

Spun of his Countries darkneſſe, line*t within 
With Presbyterian budge, that drowfie trance, 
The Synod fable, foggy ignorance: 

Nor bodily, nor ghoftly Negro could 
Rough-caſt thy figure in a ſadder mould : 

This privy-Chamber of thy ſhape would be 
But the cloſe mourner of thy Royalty 

*'Twill break the circle of thy Jaylors ſpell, 

A Pearl within a rugged Oyſters ſhell. 

Heaven, which the Minſter of thy perſon owns, 
Will fine thee for Dilapidations : 

Like to a martyr'd Abbeys courſer doom, 
Devoutly alter*d to a Pidgeon room : 

Or like the Colledge by the changeling rabble, 
CMancheſters Elves, transform'd into a ſtable. 
Or if there be a prophanation higher, 

Such is the ſacriledge of thine attire, 

By which thou art half depogd,thou look'(t like one 
Whoſe looks are under ſequeſtration. 

Whoſe Renegado form, at the firſt glance, 


Shewes like the ſelf- denying Ordinance. 
Angel 
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Angel of light, and darkneſle too, I doubt, 
Tnſpir'd within, and yet poſleſs'd without : 
Majeftick twi-light in the ſtate of grace, 
Yet with an excommunicated face. 
Charles and his Mask are of a different miat, 
A Pſalm of mercy in a miſcreant print. 
The Sun weares mid-night, day is beetle-brow'd, 
And lightning is in Kelder of a cloud : 
Oh the accurſt Stenography of fate ! 
The Princely Eagle ſhrunk into a Bat. 
What charm, what Magick vgpour can it be, 
That ſhrinks his raies to this Apoſtaſie ? 
Itis no ſubtile film of tiffany air, 
No cob-web vizard, ſuch as [Ladies wear, 
When they areveil'd on purpoſe to be ſeen, 
Doubling their luſtre by their vanquiſh'd skreen : 
Nor the Elſe ſcabbard of a Princes tough 
& Mertal, andthree pil'd darkneſſe, like the ſlough 
# Of an impriſoned flame, *tis Farx in grait, 
Dark Lanthorn to our high Meridian. 
Hell belchtthe damp, the wa» wick- (aſt le-Vote 
Rang Britaines Curfeu, ſo our light went out. 
Thy viſage is not legibie, the letters, 
Like a Lords name writ in phantaſtick fetters : 
Cloaths where a Switzer might be buried quick, 
Sure they would fitthe body Politique. . 
Falſe beard enough to fit a ſtages plot, 
For that'sthe ambuſh of their wit, God wor. 
Nay, all his properties ſo ſtrange appear, 
Yeare not i*th* preſence, though the King be there. 
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A libel is his dreſſe, a garbuncouth, 
Such as the Hue and Cy once purg'd at mouth, 
Scribling aſſaſſinate, thy lines atreſt 
Anear-mark due, Cub of the blatant beaſt, 
Whoſe wrath before *cis ſyllabled for worſe, 
Is blaſphemy unfledg'd, a callow curſe. 
The Laplanders, when they would ſell a wind 
Wafting to hell, bag up thy phraſe, and bind 
Ttto the barque, which atthe voyage end 
Shifts Poop, and breeds the Collick inthe fiend. 
But 1'le not dub thee with a glorious ſcar, 
Nor fink thy Skullar with a man of War, 
The black-mouth'd $iqxzs, and this flandering uit, 
Both doe alike in piture execute. 
But ſince we're all call'd Papiſts, why not date 
Devotion to the rags thus conſecrate ? 
As Temples uſe to | their Porches wrought 
With Sphynxes, creatures of an antick draught, 
And puzling Pourtraitares, to ſhew that there 
Riddles inhabited, thelike is here. 

But pardon vir, ſince ] preſume to be 

Clark of this Cloſet to your Majeſty ; 
Me thinks in this your dark myſterious dreſs 
I ſee the Goſpel coucht in parables. 
At my next view, my pur-blind fancy ripes, 
And ſhews Religion in it's dusky types. 
Such a T ext Royal, ſo obſcure a ſhade, 
Was Salomon in Proverbs all array'd. 

| Come all the brats of this expounding age, 
To whom the ſpirit is in pupillage ; Y 

ou 
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You that damn more than ever Sampſon ſlew, 
And with his engine, the ſame iphong t00 : 
How is'the ſcapes your Inquiſition free, 

Since bound up in the Bibles livery ?. 

Hence Cabinet-intruders, Pick-locks hence, 
You that dim Jewels with your Briſtol-ſence : 
And Characers, like Witches ſo torment, 
Till they confeſle a guilt, though innocent. 
Keyes for this Coffer you can never get, 
None but St. Peters ope's this Cabinet. 

This Cabinet, whoſe aſpe& would benight 
Critick ſpe&ators with redundanr light. 

A Prince moſt ſeen, is leaſt : What Scriptures call 
The Revelation, is moſt myſtical. 

Mount then thou ſhadow royal, and with haſt 
Advancethy morning ſtar, Char/cs's overcaſt, 
May thy ſtrange journey contradiftions twiſt, 
And force fair weather from a ſcottiſh miſt : 
Heav'ns Confeſſors are pos'd, thoſe ſtar.ey*d ſages 
To interpret Eclipſe, thus riding ſtages. 

Thus 1ſrael-like, he travels with a cloud, 
Both as a conduct to him, and a ſhroud, 
But oh ! he goes to Gibeon, and renewes 
A league with mouldy bread, and clouted ſhooes. 


— 


The Rebell SCOT. 


He" ! Providence ! and yet a Scottiſh crew ? . * 
Then Madam nature wears black patches too ? 


What? 
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What ſhall our Nation be in bondage thus 

Unto a Land that trucles under vs ? 

Ring the bells backward, 1 am all on fire, 

Not all the buckets in a Countrey Quire 

Shall quench my rage. A Poet ſhould be fear*'d 
When angry, like a Comets flaming beard. 

And wher's the Stoick ? can his wrath appeaſe 
To ſee his Countrey fick of Pyw's diſeaſe 

By Scotch invaſion, to be made a prey 

To ſuch P:g-wiggin Myrmidensas they ? 

But that there's charm in verſe, 1 would not quote 
The name of Scot without an antidote ; 

Unleſſe my head were red, that 1 might brew 
Invention there that might be poylon too. 

Were I a drowſie Judge, whoſe diſmal note 
Diſgorgeth halters as a Juglarsthroat 

Doth ribbands : could I (in Sir Emp'rick tone) 
Speak Pills in phraiſe, and quack deſtruction : 

Or roar like CMar/all, that Gruevah Bull, 

Hell and damnation a Pulpit full : 

Yet to expreſle a Scor, to play that prize, 

Not all thoſe mouth-Granagoes can ſuffice, 
Before a Scor can properiyÞzcurſt, 

Imuſt (like Hocas ) ſwallow dagpers firlt. 

Come keen /ambic;s with your badgers feet, 

And Badger-like, bite till your feet do meer. 

Help ye tart Satyriffs to imp my rage, _ SY 
With all the Ecorojons that ſhould whip this age. 
Scotzare like Wirches ; do but whet your pen, 
Scratch til! che bloud come,they'l not kurt you chen. 


Now 
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Now as the Martyrs were inforc'd to take 
The ſhapes of beaſts, like hypocrites ar ſtake, 
T'le bait my Scot ſo, yer not cheat your eyes 
A Scot within a beaſt is no diff it. 
No more let 1re/and brag, her harmleſſe Nation 
Foſters no Venom, ſince the Scots plantation ; 
Nor can ours feign'd antiquity maintain 
Since they came in, England hath Wolves again, 
The Scot that kept the Tower, might have ſhown 
(Within the grate of his own breaſt alone ) 
The Leopard and the Panther, and ingroſt 
What all thoſe wild Collegiats had coſt : 
1 he honeſt high-ſhooes, in their termly fees, - 
Firſt to the ſalvage Lawyer, next to theſe. 
Nature her ſelf doth Scotch-men beaſts confeſle; 
Making their Countrey ſuch a wilderneſle : 
A Land that brings in queſtion and ſuſpenſe * 
Gods omni-preſence, but that Charles came thence, 
zut that Montroſe and Crawford.s loyal band 
Arron'd their fins, and chriſt*ned half the Land ; 
Nor is it all the Nation hath theſe ſpots ; 
There is a © hurch, as well as K:rk of Scots : 
As in a picture, wherethe ſquinting paint 
Shews fiend on this ſide, and on thar ſide faint : 
Fe that ſaw tell in's melancholy dream, 
And inthe twi- light of his fancy's theam, 
Scar*d from h's ſins, repented 1n a fright, 
Had he .view'd Sco:laxd. had rurn'd Profelite. 
A |. and, where one may pray with curſt intent, 
O may they never ſuffer baniſhment ! F 
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Had Cain been Scot, God would have chang'd his 
Not forc't him wander, but confin'd him home; 
Like Jews they ſpread, and as infection fly, 

As if the devil had Ubiquity. 

Hence '*tis they live at Rovers, and defie 

This or that place, rags of Geography. 

They're Citizens o*ch* world ; | 8K all in all, 
Scetland's a Nation Epidemical. | 

And yet they ramble not,to learn the mode 

How to be dreſt, or how to liſp abroad ; 

Toreturn knowing in the Spaniſh ſhrug, 

Or which of the Dutch S tates a double Jug 
Reſembles moſt, in belly, orin beard. 

( The Card by which the Marriners are ſteer'd. ) 
No ; the Scors-Errant fight, and fightto eat; _ 
Their Eſtrich-ſtomacks makes their /words their meat t 
Nature with Scots, as Tooth-drawers hath dealt, 
Who uſe to hang their teeth upon their belt. 

Yet wonder not at this their happy choiſe ; 

The Serpent's fatal ſtill to Paradiſe | 

Sure England hath the Hemeroids, and theſe 

On the North poſture of the patient ſeize, 

Like Leeches, thus they phyſically thirſt 

After our bloud, but inthe cure ſhall burſt. 

Let them not think to make us run o'th ſcore, 

To purchaſe villanage as once before, 

When an A& paſe'd to ſtroak them on the head, 
Call them good Subje&s, buy them Ginger-bread, 
Nor Gold, nor As of grace, *tis Steel mit rame 
The ſtubborn Scot : a Prince that would reclaim 
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Rebels by yeilding, doth like him, (or worſe) 
Who ſadled his own back, to ſhame his horſe. 
Was it for this you left your leaner ſoil, 

Thus to lard 1ſracl with e/£gyprs ſpoil ? 

They are the Goſpels Life-guard, but for them 

The Garriſon of new Termfalews 

What would the Brerhren do ? the cauſe ! the cauſe! 
Sack poſlets,and the fundamental Lawes ! 

Lord ! what a goodly thing is want of ſhirts ! 

How a Scoth-ſtomack, and no meat, converts ! 
They wanted food, and rayment ; ſo they took 
Religion for their Seamſtreſle, and their Cook. 
Unmask them well ; their honours and eſtate, 

As well as conſcience are ſophiſticate 

Shrive bur their titles,and their money poize, 
 ALaird and twenty pounds pronounc'd with noiſe, 
When conſtru'd, but for a plain Yeoman go, 

Ard a good ſober two-pence, and well fo, 

Hence then you proud Impoſters, get you gone, «» 
You Pits in Gentry and devotion; 

You ſcar:dalto the ſtock of Verſe, a race 

Able to bring the Gibbet in diſgrace. 

Hyperbolus by ſuffering did traduce 

ihe Oſftraciſm, and ſham'd it out of uſe. 

The Indian, that heaven did forſwear, 

Becauſe he heard the Spaniards were there, 

Lad he but known what Scer- in hell had been, 

He would Eraſmus-like have hung between : 

My Muſe hath done. A Voider forthe nonce ; 

T wrongs the devil, ſhonldI pick their bones, Th 
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That diſh is his; for when the Scots deceafe, 
Hell, like their Nation, feeds on Barnacles, 
A Scot, when from the Gallow-tree got looſe, 
Drops into Styx, and turns a Solun-Gooſe. 


—_—___ 
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S'tcome to this ? what ſhall the cheeks of Fame, 

Stretche with the breath of learned Lowaons name, 
Be flag'd again 2 and that great piece of ſence, 
Asrich in Loyalty, and Eloquence, 
Brought to the Teſt, be found a trick of State ? 
Like Chymiſts tin&ures, prov'd adulterate ? 
The devil ſure ſuch language did atchieve, 
To cheat our un-fore-warned Grandam Eve, 
As this Impoſture found out, to beſor 
Th' experienc'd Exglifs, to believe a Scot: 
Who reconcil'd the Covenants doubtful ſence ? 
The Commons argument, or the Cities pence ? 
Or did you doubt perſiſtance in one goad 
Would ſpoil the fabrick of your brotherhood, 
Projected firſt in ſuch a forge of fin, 
Was fit for the grand divels hammering ? 
Or was't ambition, that this damned fa& 
Should tell the world you know the ſins you act ? 
The infamy this ſuper-treaſon brings 
Blaſts more than murders of your ſixty Kings, 
Acrime ſo black, as being advis'dly done, 
Thoſe hold with this no competition. 

D 2 Kings 
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Kings onely ſuffer'd then, in this doth lie 
Th* Aſſafination of Monarchy. 

Beyond this fin no one ſtep can betrod, 
If not t' attempt depoſing of your God. 
Oh were you ſo ingag'd, that we might ſee 
Heavens angry lightning *bout your eares to flee, 
Till you wereſhrivel'd to duſt ; and your cold Land 
Parcht to a drought beyond the Lybias ſand ! 

But 'tis reſerv'd, till heaven plague you worſe, 

Be ObjeRs of an Epidemick curſe. 

Firſt, may your brethren, to whoſe viler ends 

Your power hath bauded,ceaſe to count you friends, 
And prompted by the diate of their reaſon, | 
Reproach the Traytors,though they hug the Treaſon. 
And may their jealouſies increaſe and breed, 
Till they confine yout ſteps beyond the Tweed : 
Jn forraign Nations may your loath'd name be 
A ſtigmatizing brand of infamy ; 

Till forc'd by general hate, you ceaſe to rome 
The world, and for a plague to live at home ; 
Till you relume your poverty, and be 

Reduc'd to beg, where none can be ſo free 

To grant ; and may your ſcabby Land be all 
Tranſlatedto a general Hoſpital. 

Let not the Sun afford one gentle ray, 

To give you comfort of a ſummers day ; 

But, as a guerdon for your trayterous war, 

Live cheriſh'd onely by the Northern ſtar, 

No ſtranger deign to viſit your rude coaſt, 
And be to all but baniſht men, as loſt, 
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And ſuch in _— of the infliction due, 
Let provok'd Princes ſend them all to you. 
Your State a Chaos be, where not the Law, 
But power, your lives and liberties may aw. 
No SubjeR *mongſt you keep a quiet breſt, 
But each man ſtrive through bloud to be the beſt 
Till, for thoſe miſeries on us you've brought. 
By your own ſword our juſt revnege be wroughe. 
To ſum vp all let your Religion be, 
As your Allegiance, mask'd hy pocriſie : 
Until, when {>ar/es ſhall be compos'd in duſt, 
perfum*d with Epithetes of good and juſt ; 
HE fav'd, incenſed heaven may have forgot 
T afford one a&t of mercy tO a Scot , 
Unleſſe that Scot deny himſelf, and do 
(Whar's eaſier far) renounce his Nation t00, 


Fl 


Rupertiſmus. 


O That 1 could but vote my ſelfa Poet ! 

Or had the Legiſlative knack to do it ! 

Orlike the Doors milicant, could pet 

Dub'd at adventurers Verſer Banneret / 

Or had I Cacws trick, to make my rimes 

Their own Antipodes, and track the times : 

Faces about , ſaies the Remonfrant ſpirit, 

Allegiance is Malignant, Treaſon Merit : 

Huntington colt, that pos'd the ſage Recorder 

Might be a ſturgeon now, and pa 
D 4 
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Had I but Elf»gs gifc (that ſplay-mouth'd brother) 
That declares one way, and yet means another; 
Could I bur right a-{quint ; then (Sir) long ſince 
You had been ſung, A great and gloriou Prince. 

I had obſerv'd the language of the dayes ; 
Blaſphem'd you, and then periwig'd the phraſe 
With humble ſervice, and ſuch other Fuſtian, 

Bells which ring backward in this great combuſtion. 
I had revil'd you, and without offence, | 

The Litterall, and Equitable Sence 

Would make it good: when all fails that will do't : 
Sure that diſtin&ion cleft the devils foot. 

This were my Diale&, would your highneſle pleaſe 
To read me but with Hebrew ſpeRacles ; 
Interpret Counter, what is croſle rehears'd : 
L.ibels are commendations when revers'd. 
Juſt as an Optique glaſſe contraRss the ſight 
| Aroneead, but when turn'd doth nultiply't. 

Rut you're inchanted, Sir, your doubly free 

From the great guns, and ſquibbing Poetry : 

Who neither Z:/5o, nor invention pierces, 

Proof even *gainſt th* artillery of Verſes. 

Strange ! that the Muſes cannot wound your Mail ; 
If not their art, yet lettheir ſex prevail. 

At that known Leaguer, where the bonny Befſes 
Suppli'd the bow-ſtrings with their twiſted treſles. 
Your ſpels could ne*re have fenc'd you : ev'ry arrow 
Had lanc'd your noble brelt,and drunk the marrow: 
' For beauty like white powder makes no noiſe ; 
Aygd yetthe filent hypocrite deſtroyes. - 
be 4 k-p | 1en 
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Then uſe the Nuns of Helicon with pity, 

Leſt whartontell his Goſlips of the City, 

That you kill women too ; nay maids, and ſuch 
Their Generall wants Militia to touch. 
Impotent Eſſex is it not a ſhame, 

Our Common-wealth, like to a Turkiſh Dame, 
Should have an Exnxch-Guardian ? may ſhe be 
Raviſh'd by Charles, rather than ſav'd by thee; 
But why, my Muſe, like a green-ſickneſle Girl, 
Feed*ſt thou on coals and dirt, a gelding Earl 
Gives no more reliſh to thy female palar, 

Than to that Aﬀe did once the thiſtle ſallat, 
Then quit the barren theme; and all at once 
Thou and thy ſiſters like bright Amazons, 
Give Rupert an alarum, Ryper ! one 

Whoſe name is wits Superfctation. 

Makes fancy, like eternities round womb, 

Unite all valour, preſent, paſt, ro come. 

He, who the old Philoſophy controuls, 

That voted down plurality of ſouls, 

He breaths a grand Committee, all that were 
The wonders of their age,conſtellate here, 
And as the elder ſiſters growth and ſence 
(Souls paramount themſelves) in man commence 
But faculty of reaſons Queen, no more 

Are they to him, who were compleat before ; 
Ingredients of his vertue thred the beads 

Of Ce/ars aRts, great Pompeys, and the Sweeds : 
And *tis a bracelet fir for Raperts hand, 


By which that vaſt triumyirare is ſpan'd. 
| Here, 
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Here, here is Palmeſtry ; here you may read 
How ſong the »orld ſhall live,and when't ſhal bleed. 
Whatever man winds up, that Repert hath ; 
For nature raiz'd him of the P»blike Faith, 
Paxdera's brother, to make up whoſe ſtore, 
The Gods were fain to run upon the ſcore. 
Such was the Painters Brieve for Yen face ; 
Trtem an eye for fane, a lip from Grace. 
Let 1ſaac and his Cit*z flea of the place 
That tips their Antlets for the calf of Stace ; 
Let the zeal twanging noſe that wants a ridge, 
SnufMing deyourly, drup his ſilver bridge : 
Yes and the goſlip ſpoon augment the ho. 
Alchough poor Galeb loſe his Chriſtendome : 
Rupert out-weighs that in his ſterling ſelf, 
Which their ſelt-wants paies in commuting pelf. 
pardon, freat Sir ; forthat ignoble crew 
Gains, when made bankrupt in the ſcales with you. 
As he whom in his charaGer of light 
StiF'd it Gods ſhadow, madeit far more bright 
By ai Eclipſe ſo glorious, light is dim, 
And a black nothing when compar'd to him : 
So *tis illuſtrious to be Rapert- foil, 
Anda juſt trophee to be made his ſpoil : 
Fe pin my faith on the Dizynals ſleeve 
Hereafcer, and the G«i/d- Hl! Creed believe. 
The Conqueſts which che Common-Councel hears 
With theirwide lining mouth from the great Peers 
thatranaway intriumph : ſuch a foe 
Can makethem viRors in their overthrow, 
| Where 
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Where providence and valour meet in one, 
Courage ſo poiz'd with circumſpeRion, 
That he revives the quarrel once apain 
Of the fouls throne, whether in heart or brain: 
And leaves it a drawn match : whoſe fervor can 
Hatch him, whom Nature poach'd but half a man, 
His trumpet, like the Angels at the laſt, 
Makes the ſoul riſe by a miraculous blaſt. 
*Twas the Mount Athos carv'd in ſhape of man 
( As *twas defin'd by th' Macedonian ) 
Whoſe right hand ſhould a populous Land contain, 
The left ſhould be a channel to the Main: 
His ſpirit might inform th* amphibious figure, 
Yet ſtraight-lac'd ſweats for a Dominion bigger : 
The terrour of whoſe name can out of ſeven 
(Like Falſtaffe's Buckram-men) make fly eleven. 
Thus ſome grow rich by breaking : Vipers thus 
By being ſlain, are made more numerous. 
No wonder they'l confeſle no loſſe ofmen, 
For Rep:rt knocks *em, till they gig agen. 
They fear the giblets of his train, they fear 
Even his Dog, that four leg*d Cavaler : 
He that devours the ſcraps, which Lunsford makes, 
Whoſe piQure feeds upon a child in ſtakes : 
Who name but Charles, he comes aioft for him, 
But holds up his Malignantleg at Pym. 
*Gainſt whom they have ſeveral Articles in ſouſe: 
Firſt that he barks againſt the ſenſe o'th' Houſe, 
Reſelyd Delinquent, to the Tower ſtraight, 
Either to th? Lions, or the Biſhops Grare : 


Next. 
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Next, for his ceremonious wag o'ch tail, 
Burt there the ſiſterhood will be his bail, 
Artleaſt the Counteſle will, Laſt's Amfterdam, 
That lets in all religious of the game. 
Thirdls, he ſmells intelligence, that's better, 
And cheaper too, then Pyw's from his own Letter : 
Who's doubly paid( fortune,or wethe blinder 2 ) 
' For making plots, and then for Fox the finder, 
Laftly, he isa devil without doubt ; 
For when he would lie down, he wheels about ; 
Makes circles, and is couchant in a ring, 
And therefore ſcore up one for conjuring. (ter! 
What canſt thou fay,thou wretch ? O Quarter,quar- 
I'me but an inſtrument, a meer S. Arthur. 
Jf I muſt hang, O let not our fates vary, 
Whoſe office *tis alike, to fetch and carry. 
No hopes of areprieve, the mutinous ſtir 
That firung the Jeſuite, will diſpatch a cur. 
" Werel a devil, as the Rebel fears, 
T fee the Houſe would try me by my Peers, 
There fowler, there ! al: 7ouler 7 '& *cis nought, 
Whar a*re the acculers cry, they're at a faulc ; 
And Glyn, and Maynard have no more to ſay, 
Thanwhenthe gtorious S:raford ſtood ar Bay. 
Thns Labels burannext to him we ſee, 
Enjoy a copyhold of victory, 
- $. Pirersfnadow head ; Ryperts is ſuch, 
*Fwonld find S. Peters work, yet wound as much : 
He gags Geir guns, defeats their dire intent, 
Ihe Cano:sdo bur lifpand complement. 
Sure 
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Sure Fovedeſcended in a leaden ſhower 

To get this Perſexs : hence the fatal power 

Of ſhot is ſtrangled : bullets chus alli'd, 

Fear to commit an att of Parricide. 

Go on brave Prince, and make the world confels, 
Thou art the greater world, and that the leſs. 
Scatter th' accumulative King, untruſs 

That five-fotd fiend, the States Smeltymnuze ; 
Who place Religion in their Vellam-ears, 

As in their PhylaRers the Jews did theirs. 

England's a Paradiſe (and a modeſt Word) 

Since guarded by a Cherubs flaming ſword. 

Your name can ſcare an Atheiſt to his prayers ; 
And cure the Chin- cough better than the bears. 
Old Sybil! charms the Tooth-ach with you: Nurſe 
Makes you ſtill children; and the pondrous curſe 
The clowns ſalute with, is deriv'd from yon, | 
(NowRupert take thee, Rongue ; how doſt thou do?) < 
In fine, the name of Rpert thunders ſo, 
Kimbolton's but a rumbling Wheel- barrow. 
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Epitaph on the Earle of 


ST rRAFFORD. 


Ere lies wife and valiant duſt, 

Huddled up 'twixt fit and juſt : 
Strafford, who was hurried hence 
*[wixt treaſon and convenience. 


58 POEMS; 
He ſpent his time here ina miſt, 

A Papift, yet a Calviniſt. | 
His Prince's neareſt Joy and Grief, 
He had, yet wanted all relief: 

The Prop and Ruine of the State, 
The peoples violent love and hate. 
Onein extreams lov 'd and abhord. 
Riddles lie here, or in a word, 
Herelies bloud, and let it lie 
Speechleſſle ſtill, and never cry. 


| —_—_— —_— 


Epitaphium Thome Comitis Straf- 
ford, &c. 


EX urge Cinis , tung; ſolus qui potis es ſcribe Epitaphium : 
Nequit Wentworthi #6 < facundus vel Cimis, 
E fare Marmor : e& quem cepiſti comprehendere, 
Mafte & Exprimere. 
Candidius meretur urna quam quod rubris 
Notatum eſt liters Elogium. 
Atlas Regiminis Monarchici hic jacet laſſus : 
Secunda Orbis Britannici imelligentis : 
Rex Politie, & Prorex Hiberniz, 
_  Straffordii, &@ Virtutun, Comes : 
Mens Jovis, Mercurit ingenium, & lingua Appollinis : 
Cui Anglia Hiberniam debuit, ſeipſam Hibernia, 
Sydus Aquilonicum ; quo ſub rubicundg veſper 4 cecideme, 
Nox ſimul & dies viſa eſt : dextroque eculs flevit, 
L ev6que latata eft Anglia. 
Theatrion Honoris, itemque Scena calamitoſa Virtutis 
A Aoribus , morbo, morte, £&& invidia, 
«C114 ternis anineoſa Regnis non ici ramen, 
Sel ofpreſſits 
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Sic inclinguit Heros (non minus) C aput 
Bellue (vel fic) multorum C apitun : 
Merces fawris Scotici, prater pecunias : 
Erubut ut tetigit ſecurks, 

Similem quigpe nuzquam deguſtavit ſarguinem, 
Monſtrum nayro: fuit tam infenſus Legibus, 
Utpriue Legem quam nata foret, wiolavit : 

Hunt tamen non ſuſtulit Lex 
Verum Neceſſitas, non habens Legem. 
Abi Viator, caters memorabun yofteri, 


19 


| On the Arch-Biſhop of 


CanTtziBURY. 


[ Need no Muſe to give my paſſion vent, 

He brews his tears that (tudiesto lament, 
Verſe chimically weeps, that pious rain 
Diſtill'd with art, is but the ſweat 0,th' brain. 
Who ever ſob*d in numbers ? can a groan 
Be quaver'd out by ſoft diviſion ? 

'Tis true, for common formal Elegies, 

Not B«ſhels Wells can match a Poets eyes : 
In wanton water-works hee'l cune his tears 


From aGeveva Jig upto the ſphears. 


But when he mourns at diſtance, weeps aloof, 
Now that the Conduit head is our own roof, 
Now that the fate is publick, we may call 

It Britaines Veſpers, »g/ands Funeral. 

Who hath a penſil co expreſſe the ſaint, 


Burhe hath eyes roo, waſhing off che paint? 
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There is no learning but what tears ſurround, 
Like to Seths Pillars in the Deluge drown'd. 
There isno Church, Religion is grown 
From much of late, that ſhe's increaſt to none: 
Like an Hydropick body full of Rheumes. 
Firſt ſwells into a bubble, then conſumes, 
The Law isdead, or caſt into a trance, 
And by a Law-dough-bak'd, an Ordinance. 
The Liturgy, whoſe doom was voted next, 
Died as a Comment upon him the text. 
There's nothing lives : life is ſince he is gone, 
Buta NoRurnal [ ucubration. 
Thus you have ſeen deaths inventory read 
In the ſum total — Carnterbrurie's dead. 
A ſight would make a Pagan to baprize 
Himſelf a Convert in his bleeding eyes. 
Would thaw the rabble, that fierce beaſt of ours, 
(That which Hye»alike weeps and devours) 
Tears that flow blackiſh from their ſouls within, 
* Not to repent, but pickle up their ſin. 
' Mean time no ſqualid griefhis look defiles, 
He guilds his ſadder fate with noble ſmiles. 
Thus the worlds eye with reconciled ſtreams 
Shines in his ſhowers, as if he wept his beam . 
How could ſuccefſe ſuch villanies applaud ? 
The State in Srraffora fell, the Church in Laud : 
The twins of publike rage adjudg'd to die, 
For treaſons they ſhould a by Prophecie. 
The Facts were done before the Laws were made, 
The trump turn'd vp after the game was plaid. 
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pe dull great ſpirits and forbear to climb, 

For worth is ſin, and eminence a crime. 
No Church-man can be innocent and high, 
*Tis height makes Granthaw ſteeple ſtand awry. 


©])])}YYEEIT—— 


w_— ———— 


On LT W. A. B. of York. 


WW my young Sophiſter, what think'ſt of this ? 
Chimers's reall ; Ergo fallers. 
The Lamb and Typer, Fox and Gooſe agree, 
And here concorp'rate in one Prodigie. 
Call an Harz5þex quickly ; let him get 
Sulphur and Torches, and a Lawrell wet, 
To purifie the place, for ſure the harms 
This Monſter will produce, tranſcend his charms. 
'Tis Natures Maſter-piece of error, this ; 
And redeems whatever ſhe did amiſſe 
Before, from wonder and reproach, this lalt 
Legitimateth all her by-blows paſt. 
Loe here a cenerall Metropolitan, 
An arch-Prelatique Presbyterian, 
Behold his pious Garb, Canonick face, 
A zealous Epiſcopo- Maſtix Grace ; 
A fair blew-aprond Prieſt, a Lawn-fleey'd brother, 
One Leg a Pulpet aolds, a tub the other. 
Lets give hima fir name now, ifwecan, 
And make th' Apoſtate once more Chriſtian. 
Protexg we cannot call bim ; he put on 
His change of ſhapes by a ſucceſlion 
| E Nor 
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Nor the Welch Weather-cock ; for that we find, 
At once doth onely wait upon the wind : 
Theſe (peak him not, but if you'l name him right, 
Call him Religions Hermaphrodire. 
His head i'th ſantit ed mould is caft, 
Yet ſticks th'abominable Miter faſt, 
He ſtill retaines the Lordſhip and the Grace, 
And yet hath gor a reverend Elders place. 
\Such as muſt neeeds be his, who did deviſe 
By crying altars down to facritice 
.. Toprivate malice ; where you might have cen 
Fis conſcience holocauſted to his ſpleen. 
Unhappy Church ! che Viper thar did ſhare 
Thy greateſt honours, helps to make thee bare, 
And void of all thy dignities and ſtore ; 
Alas ! thine own ſon proves the forreſt- boar ; 
And like the Dam-deftroying Cuccow he, 
When the thick ſhell of his Welſh pedigree, 
By thewarm foſPring bounty did divide 
And open, ſtraight thence ſprung forth parricide: 
As if 'twas juſt revenge ſhould be diſpatcht 
In thee, by th*Monſter which chy ſelf hadſt hatche : 
Deſpair not though, in Wales there may be got, 
As well as Lincolnſhire an antidote, 
{Gainſt the fovl'ſt venom he can ſpit,though's head 
. Were chang'd trom ſubtle gray to poys'nous red. 
Heaven with propitious eyes will look upon 
Our party, now the curſed thing is gone; 
And chaſtiſe Rebels, who nought elſe did miſſe 
To fill the meaſure of their fins, but his ; 
VVhoſe 
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Whoſe foul imparallel'd apoſtaſie, 

Like to his ſacred charaRer ſhaſl be 

Indelible, when ages then of late 

More happy grown with moſt imparrtiall fate, 
A period to his daies and time ſhall give, 

He by ſuch Epitaphs as this ſhall live. 


Here Yorks great Metropolitan » laid, : 
Who Gods Annointed, and bis Church betraid. 


—___— 


—_ 


Mark Anthony. 


V Hen as the Nightingale chanted her Veſ- ; 
pers, 
And the wild Forreſter couch'd on the ground, 
Venw invited me in the evening whiſpers, 
Unto a fragrant field with Roſes crown'd : 
Where ſhe before had ſenr 
My wiſhes complement, 
Unto my hearts content, 
Plaid with me on the Green, 
Never Mark Anthony 
Dallied more wantonly 
With the fair Agyptian Queen. 


Firſt on her cherry cheeks I mine eyes feaſted, 


Thence fear of ſurfetting made me retire: | 
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Next on her warmerlips which when 1 taſted, 
My duller ſpirits made aQive as fire. 
Then we began to dart 
Each at anothers heart, 
Arrows that knew no {mart : 
Sweet lips and ſmiles between. 
Never Mark, 8&c. 


Wanting a glaſſe to plate her amber treſles, 
Which like a bracelet rich decked mine arm, 
| Gamwdierthan fo weares when as ſhe graces 
' 7ovewith imbraces more ſtately than warm. 
' Thendid ſhepeep in mine 

Eyes humour Chriſtaline ; 

I in her eyes was ſeen, 
- Asif we one had been. 

Never Mark, &c. 


Myfticall Grammar of amorons glances, 
Feeiing of Pulſes the Phyſick of Love, 
Rhetoricall courtings, and Muſicall dances ; 
Numbring of kiſſes Arirhmetick prove. 
Eyes like Aſtronomy, 
Streight limb'd Geometry : 
In her hearts ingeny 
Our wits are ſharp and keen. 
Never Mark Anthony | 
Dallied more wantonly * ' 
With the fair Egyptian Queen. 


The 
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The Authors Mock-Song to 


Manx ANTHONY 


VV as the Night-raven ſungPluto's Mattins: 
And Cerberxs cried three Amens at a houl, 
When night-wandring Witches pur on their pattins, 
Mid-nightas dark as their faces are foul : 
Then did the furies doom 
That the night-mare was come ; 
Such a miſ-ſhapen Greom 
Puts down Sx. Powfret clean. 
Never did Incubus 
Teuch fach a filthy Sus, 
As this foul Gypſie Quean. 


Firſt on her goosberry cheeks 1 mine eyes blakked, 
Thence fear of vomiting made me retire : 
Unto her blewer lips, which when | taſted, 
My ſpirits were duller than Dun in the mire. 
But then her breath took place, | 
Which went an Uſhers pace, 
And made way for her face ; 
You may gueſle what 1 mean. 
Never did incubus 
Touch ſuch a filthy Sus, 
As this foul Gypſie Quean. 


Like ſnakes ingendriyg were platted her trefſes, 
Or like ſlimy ſtreaks of ropy ale ; | 
E 3 Uplier 
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Uglierthan Envy weares, when ſhe confeſſes 
Her head is periwig*d with adders tail. 
But as foon as ſhe ſpake, 
I heard a harſh Mandrake : 
Laugh not at my miſtake, 
Her head is Epiccene. 
Never did, &c. 


| Myſticall Magick of conjuring wrinckles, 

| Feeling of pulſes, the Palmeſtry of Hags, 

Scolding out belches for Rhetorick twinkles 

With three teeth in her head like to three gags. 

5 KRainbowsabouthereyes, | 
And her noſe weather- wiſe, 

' From them th'Almanack lies, 

5 Froſt, Pond, and River: clean. 

( Never did, &c. 

j 
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How the COMMENCEMENT 
growes new. 


| we is no C#rr74nto-news I undertake, 
- A&A New teacher ofthe Town, I mean notto make, 
No New- Englandvoyage my Muſe does intend, 
No new fleet, no bold fleet, nor bonny fleet ſend, 
But if you'l be pleas'd to hear but this ditty 
I'le tell you ſome news as true and as witty ; 

Ara how the Commencement grows new. 
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See how the Symony DoRors abound, 

All crowding to throw away fourty pound, 

They'l now in their wives ſtammell perticoats yaper, 

Without any need of an argument draper, 

Beholding to none, he neither beſeeches, 

This friend for Ven'ſon, nor tother for ſpeeches, 
And ſo the Commencement grows new. 


Every twice a day teaching Gaffer 
Brings up his Eaſter book ro chafer, 
Nay ſome take degrees who never bad ſteeple, 
Whoſe means like degrees comes from places of 
They come to the fair,on1 at the firſt pluck,(people 
The Toll man Barnaby ſtrikes'um good luck. 

And lo, &C. 


The Countrey parſotis come not np 

On Tueſday night in their old c—_ to ſup, 

Their beilies and table- books equally full, 

The next Lecture dinner their notes forth to pull; 

How bravely the Margeret Profeſſor diſputed, 

The Homilies urg'd, and the ſchool-men confuted. 
And ſo, &C. 


The [nceptor brings not his father, the clown, 

Tolook with his mouthat his Grogoram gown, 

With lize admiration to eat roaſted beef, 

Which invention pos'd his beyond-Trent-belief: 

Who ſhould he but hear our Organs once ſound, 

Could ſcarce keep his hoof from Sallengers round, 
Ardſo, KC. 
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The Gentleman comes not to ſhew us his ſatin, (tin, 
To look with ſome judgement at him that ſpeaks lat. 
To be angry with him that makes nor his clothes, 
To anſwer O Lord Sir, and talk play-books oaths, 
* And at the next Bear- baiting full (of his ſack) 
To tell his Comrades our diſciplin's ſlack. 
And ſo the Commencement grows new. 


We have no Prevaricators wit, 

Ay marry Sir, when have you had any yet ? 

Beſides no ſerious Oxford men comes, 

To cry down the uſe of Jeſting and Hums: 

Our ballad, believ'r, is no ſtranger than true, 

Mam Saltrr is ſober, and Fack Aartintoo, 
And ſo the Commencement grows new. 


& ©: 


The Hue and Cry after Sir 


Joun PrRESBYTISE. 


V Ith hair in CharaRers, and Lugs in text ; 
With a ſplay mouth, and a noſe circumflex, 

With a ſet ruffe of Musket bore, that wears 

Like Cartrages, or linnen Bandileers, 

Exhauſted of their ſulphurous contents: 

In Pulpit fire-works, Which that Bomball vents ; 

The Negative and covenanting Oath, 

Like two Muftachoes, iſſuing from his mouth ; 


The 
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The buſh upon his chin (like a cary'd ſtory, 
Inabox knot) cut by the Direfory ; 
Madams Confeflion hanging at hisear, (Where: 
Wire-drawn through all the queſtions, How and 
Each circumſtance fo in the hearing felt, 
That when his ears are cropt he*l count them pelt ; 
The weeping Caſſock ſcar'd into a Jump, 
A ſign the Presbyter's worn to the ſtump : 
The Presbyter, though charm'd againſt miſchance 
With the Divine right of an Ordivance. 

If you meet any that do thu attire'em, 

Stop them, they are the tribe of Adoniram. 
Whar zealous frenzie did the Sonate ſeize, 
That tare the Rotchet to ſuch rags as theſe ? 
Eps/copacy minc*d, reforming T weed 
Hath ſent us Rents, even of her Churches breed ; 
Lay-interlining Clergy, a device 
Thats nick-name to the ſtuff call'd Lops and Lice. 
The Beaſt at wrong end branded, you may trace 
The divels foot-ſteps in his cloven face. 
A face of ſeveral Pariſhes and ſorts, 
Like to a Sergeant ſhav'd at Innes of.Conrr. 
What mean the Elders elſe, thoſe Kirk Dragoons, 
Made up of Ears and Ruff 5 like D wwatoons ? 
That Hierarchy of Handicrafts begun ? 
Thoſe new Exchange men of Religion ? 
Sure they're the Antich headr, which plac'd viithout 
The Church, do gape and diſembogue a ſpout : 
Like them above the Cynmens Houſe have been 
So long without, now both are gotten in; 

Then, 
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Then, what Tmyerious in the Biſhop ſounds, 
The ſame the Scotch Fx: cutor rebounds. 
_ This ſt:ting Py /acy, the c/4ſſick rout, 
Thar ſpake it often, e're it ſpake it out; 
Soby an Abbies ſcheloton of late, 
T heard az Eccho ſupererrogate 
Through imperfi (Hon, and the voyce reſtore , 
Ax if fre had the hiccop ore ando're. 
Since they our mixt Diociſans combine 
T bus to ride double in their Diſt ipline, 
That Pauls ſhall to the Conſiſtory call 
A Dean and Chapter ozt of Weavers-Hall - 
Each at the Ordinance for to aſſiſt 
with the five thumbs of hu greac- changing ff. 
Down Dagon Synod with thy motley ware, 
Whylſt we do ſwagger for the Common-Prayer, 
That Dove-lthe Embeſſie, that wings our ſence 
Ta heavens gate in ſhape of 1nnocence, 
Pray fer the Miter'd Anthors, cnd defie 
Theſe Demicaſters of Divinity. 
For when Sir John with Jack-of-all trades joynes, 
His Frager's thicker than the Prelat's L ynes. 


I - — 


———— — 


The Antiplatonick. 
PÞ2 ſhame thou everlaſting Woer, 
Still ſaying grace,and never falling to her ! 
Love that's in contemplation p.ac'r, 
Is Venus Crawn but to the walt, 


Unleſſe 
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Unleſſe your flame confeſſe it's gender, 
And your Parley cauſe ſurrender, 

Y' are Salamanders of a cold defire, 
That live untouchr amid the hotteſt fire. 


What though ſhe be a Dame of ſtone 

The Widdow of Pigmalion ; 

As hard and un-relenting ſhe, 

As the new-crulled Nobe ; 

Or what doth more of Statue carry, 

A Nunne of the Platonick Quarry ? 

Love melts the rigour which the rocks have bred, 
A flint will break upon a Feather-bed. h 


For ſhame you pretty Female Elves, 
Ceaſe for to candy up your ſelves : 

No more, you ſeRaries of the Game, 
No more of your calcining flame. 
Women commence by Capids Dart, 

As a King hunting dubs a Hart, 

Loves votaries inthrall each others ſoul, 
Till both of chem live but upon Paroll. 


Vertue's no more in Woman-kind 
But the green ſickneſle of the mind. 
Philoſophy, their new delighr, 

A kind of Char-coal appetire. 
There's no Sophiſtry preyails, 
Where all-convincing love aſſails ; 
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But the diſputing petticoat will warp, 
As skiltull gamſters are to ſeek at at ſharp. 


The ſouldier, that man of iron, 

Whom ribs of Horror all inviron ; 

That's ſtrung with Wire, inftead of Veins, 

1n whoſe embraces you'r in chaines, 

Let a Magnetick girl appear, 

Straight he turns C-pids Cuiraſeer. 

Love ſtorms his lips, and rakes the Fortreſle in, 
Forall the briſled Turn- pikes of his chin. 


Since Loves Artillery then checks 

The breaſt-works of the firmeſt ſex, 

Come let's in affections rior, 

Thr are ſickly pleaſures keep a Diet: 

Give me a lover bold and free, 

Not Eunucht with formality : 

Like an Embaſſador that beds a Queen 
With the nice Caution of a ſword berween. 


FUSCARA, or the 


BeE Errant. 


Atures confecioner, the Bee, 
Whoſe ſuckets are moyſt Alchimie, 
The till of his refining mould, 
Minting the Garcen into gold ; 
Having 


i 
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Having rifled all the fields 

Of what dainties Flora yeelds, 
Ambitious now to take Exciſe, 

Of a more fragrant Paradiſe, 

At my Fuſcara's ſleeve arriv'd, 
Where all delicious ſweets are biv'd. 
The ayrie Free- booter deſtreins 

Firſt on the Violet of her Veins, 
Whoſe tinRure could it be more pure, 
His rayenous kiſſe had made it bluer : 
Here did he fit, and Eſſence quaff, 
Till her coy Pulſe had beat him off: 
That Pulſe, which he that feels may know 
Whether the World's long-liv'd or no. 
The next he preys on is her Palm, 
That Alm'*ner of tranſpiring Balm ; 

So ſoft, *cis air but once remov'd, 
Tender as *rwere a Jelly glov'd, 

Here while his canting drone-pipe ſcan'd 
The myſtick figures of her hand, 

He tipples Palmeſtry, and dives 

On all her fortune celling liyes. 

He baths in bliſfe, and finds no odds 
Betwixt the NeQtar ard the Gods. 

He pearches now upon her wrilt, 

A proper hawk for ſuch a fiſt, 

Making that fleſh his bill of fare 
Which hungry Cannibals would ſpare. 
Where Lillies in a lovely brown 


Inoculate Carnation. 
He 


| 
| 
| 
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He Argent skin with Or ſo ſtream'd 
Asif To milky way were cream'd. 
From hence he to the wood-bine bends 
Thatquivers at her fingers ends, 

That runs diviſion on the tree, 
Like a thick branching pedigree. 
£0 'tis not her the Bee devoures, 

It is a pretty maze of flowers, 

It is the roſe that bleeds when he 
Nibbles bis nice Phlebotomy. 

About her fingerhe doth cling 

I'th' faſhion of a weddingring, 

And bids his Comrades of the ſwarm 
Crawl as a bracelet 'bout her arm, 
Thus when the hovering Publican 
Had ſuck'd the Toll of all her ſpan, 
Tuning his draughts with drowſie bums, 
As Danes carowle by Kettle-drums, 

It was decreed that poſie glean'd 
The ſmall familiar ſhould be wean'd : 
Ar this the Errants courage quails, 

Yet aided by his native ſails, 

The bold Ceolumbrs ſtill defignes 

To find her undiſcovered mines : 

To th' Indies of her arm he flies 


Fraught both with Eaſt and Weſtern prize, 


Which when he had in vain afſaid, 
Arm'd like a dapper Lance-preſade 
With Spaniſþ pike, he broacht a pore, 


Ard ſo both made and heal'd the ſore: 


For 
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For as in Gummy trees there's found 

A ſalve to iſſue ar the wound 

Of ch:s her breach the like was true, 

Hence trickled our a baliome too : 

But oh ! what W iſp wav'c that could prove 

Ratilias to my Yncen of Love ? 

1 he King of Bees now*s jealous grown, 

Leaſt her beames ſhould melt hisrthrone 2: 

And finding that his tribute ſlacks, 

His Burgeſles, and ſtate of Wax 

Turn'd to an +iofpitall, che combs 

Build rank and file lice Reads-mens rooms, 

And what they bleed but tart and ſowre, 

Marche with my Danaes golden ſhowre, 

Live- Hony all, che envious elfe 

Stung her, cauſe ſweeter than himſelf. 
Sweetneſle and (he are ſo ally'd, 

The Bee commirted parricide. 


An ELE6G1E upon Dr. CHADERTON, 


the firſt Maſter. of Emanuel Colledgein 


Cambridge, being above a handred years | 
old when tr died. 


Occafioned by bis long deferred FUNERALE. 


DaSe (dearSaint) that we ſo late, 


With lazy ſighs bemoan thy fate ; 
: And 
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And with an after-ſhower of verſe, 
And teares, we thus bedew thy herſe : 
Till now (alas) we did not weep, 
Becauſe we thought thou didſt but ſleep : 
Thou liv'dſt ſo long, we did not know 
Whether thou couldſt now die or no : 
We look'd ſtill, when thou ſhouldſt ariſe 
And o'pe the caſements of thine eyes : 
Thy feet, which have been us'd ſo long 
To walk, we thought muſt ſtill go on; 
Thine eares after an hundred year, 
Might now plead cuſtome for to hear : 
Upon thy head that reverend ſnow 
Did dwell ſeme fifty years ago, 
And then thy cheeks did ſeem to have 
The ſad reſemblance of a grave. 


Wertthou e*re young ! for truth I hold, 


And do believe thou wert born old, 
There's none alive ]'m ſure can ſay 

They knew thee young, but alwayes pray : 
And doſt thou nov , venerable Oak, 
Decline at deaths unhappy ſtroak ? 

Tell me (dear ſon) why did{tthou die, 
And leav'sto write an Elegy ? 

We're young (alas) and know thee not, 
Send up old Abraw and grave Lor, 

Let thera write thine Epitaph, and tell 
The world thy worth, they kend thee well : 


When they were boyes they heard thee preach, 


And theught an Angell didthem teach. 


Awake 
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Awake them then, and let them come, 
And ſcore thy vertues on thy tomb, 
That we at thoſe may wonder more, 
Than at thy many yeares before. 


—  — 
1 AUC AAA A PT I PE 


MARIES SPIKE-NARD. 


CQHall I preſume 
Without Perfume 

My ( hriſt to meet 

Thart-is all ſweet ? 


No, T'le make moſt pleaſant pofies, 

Catch the breath of new blown Roſes, 

Topthe pretty merry flowers ; 

Which /avgh in the faireſt Bowers, 

Whoſe ſweetneſſe Heaven likes ſo well, 

It foops each morn to take a ſmell, =. 
Then 1'le fetch from the Phenix neſt 

The richeſt Spices, and the beſt, 

Precious Orntments | will make, 

Holy Myrrh and Alves take ; 

Yea,coſtly Spikenard, in whoſe {mel 

The ſweetneſs of all Odours dweh, 

Ile gera box to keep it in, 

Pure, as his alabaſter 5kin, 

F 


And 
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And then to him T'le »imbly fly 


Before oxe fickly minute die : 
This box I le break, and on hs head 
This precious Ointment will I ſpread, 
Till ev'ry lock, and ev'ry hair 
For ſweetneſſe with his breath compare : 
_ fure the odour of hisskin 
mells ſweeter than the ſpice I bring. 
Then with bended knee I'le greet 
His holy and beloved feet 
T'le waſhthem witha weeping eye, 
And thenmy lips ſhall kifle them dry ; 
Or for a towell he ſhall have 
My hair, ſuch flax as nature gave, 
Butif my wanton locks be bold, 
And on thy ſacred feet take hold, 
And curlethemſelves about, as though 
They were Joath for to let thee go, 
O chiderthem not, and bid away, 


For then for grict they will grow gray. 


To 


'Q 
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To Ju 1a to expedite her promiſe. 


= *cis my Doom, Love's under-Shreive 

Why this Repreive 2 
Why doth my She-Advowſon flie 

Incumbency ? 

Panting ExpeCctance makes us prove 
The Anticks of benighted Love, 
And withered Mates when wedlock joynes, 
Th* are Hymens Monkeys which he ties by th* loynes, 
To play ( alas ! )) butar Rebated Foynes. 


To ſell thy ſelf doſt thou intend 
By Candle end? 
And hold the contraR thus in doubt, 
Life's Taper out > 
Think but how ſoon the marker failes ; 
Your Sex lives faſter than the males, 


As if co meaſure Ape's ſpan 


The Sober 7-liax were th* Account of Man, 
Whilſt You live by the fleet Gregorian. 


Now fince you bear a Dateſo ſhore 
Live double for'c. 

How can thy Fortreſle ever ſtand 

If't be not man'd > 
The Seige ſo gaines upon the Place, 

Thov'lt find the Trenches in thy Face. 
Pitty thy ſelfchen, if nor me, 

And bold not our, leaſt (like Oftexd) thou be 


Nothing but Rubbiſh at Deliverte, 
F 2 The .| 
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The Candidates of Peter's chair 

muſt plead gray hair, 
And uſe the Simony of a cough 

| To helpthem off; 

But when T woe thus old and ſpent, 
Vie wed by Will and Teſtament. 
No, let us love whilecriſp'd and curl'd, 
The greateſt Honours on the aged hurl'd 
Are but gay Furlowes for another world. 


To morrow what thou tender' me 
Is Legacie; 
Not one of all thoſe rav'nous houres 
But thee devoures. 
And though thou ſtill recruited be, 
Like Peleps, with (-+ft lyorie ; 
Though thou conſume bur to renew, 


Yet T.ove, a« Lord, doth claim a Herriot due. 
: Thar's the beſt quick thing 1 can find of you. 


1 feel thou art conſenting ripe 
By that ſoft gripe. 

And thoſe regealing chriftal ſpheares. 

 T hold thy teares 
Pledges of more diſt:[ling ſweets, 
The Bath that uſhers in the ſheets, 
Elfe pious lia (Ange!-wiſe) 
Moves the Berhe/da of her trickling eyes 
To cure the ſpittle-world of maladies. 


CHR0- 
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CHRONOSTICH ON 


Decollationis Cano 1 1 Regis, triceſi- 
mo die Ianuarii, ſecunda hora Pomeridiana, 
Anno Dom. MD CXLVIIL 


—— x 


— 


Ter Deno Jan! Labens ReX Sole CaDente 
CaroLVs eXV:tVs SoLIo SCeptroqgVe SeCVre. 


HARLES -—- ah forbcar, forbear ! leſt 
M ortals prize 
His Name too dearly ; and 1dolatrize. 
His Name ! Ou T.offe ! Thrice curſed and forlorn 
Re that Black Night, which uſher'd in this Morn. 


CHARLES our Dread Sovereign ! —— hold ! 
leſt Out-Law'd Senſe 

Bribe. and ſeduce tame Reaſon to diſpenſe 

With thoſe Celeſtial powers ; and diftruſt 

Heav*n can Behold ſuch Treaſon, and prove Juſt, 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign's murther'd / 
- — Tremble ! and 

View what Convulſions Shouſder-ſhake this Land, 

Court, City, Country, nay, three Kingdomes ran 

To their laſt ſtage, and Set with him their Sun. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign's murther'd at 
His Cate ! 


Fell Feinds ! dire Hydra's of a ſtiff-neck't-State ! 


3 +” Strang 


—- 
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Strange Body-Politick ! whoſe Members ſpread, 
And, Monſter-like,ſwell bigger than their HE A D. 


CHARLES of Great Brittain! He! who wa; 
the known 

King of three Realms, lie's murther'd in his Own. 
He ! He ! who liv'd, and Faith's Defender ſtood, 
Die'd here to re-Baptize it in His Bloud, 


No more, no more. Fame*'s Trump ſhall Eccho all 

The Reſt in dreadful Thunder. Such a Fall 

Great Chriſtendome ne're Pattern'd ; and *t 
ftrange 

Earth's Center reel'd not at this diſmal Change. 


The Blow ſtruck Brittain blind, each well-ſet Limb 
By Diſlocation was loproffin HTM. 

And though She yet live's, She live's but to condole 
Three Bleeding Bodies left without a Soul. 


Rxr11610N putson Black, Sad Loytarn | 
- Bluſbe*s and Mourn's to ſee bright Majeſty 
Butcher'd by ſuch Aſſaſſinates; nay both 
*Gainſt G on, *rainſt], aw, ALLEGI1ANC b 
and their O A Tn. 


Farewel ſad 1ſle ! Farewel ! thy fatal Glory 
Is Samm*d, Caſt up, and Cancell'd in this Story. 


A 


Was 


le 
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AN ELEGIE 


Ypon King CHARLES the Fiſt, 
murthered publikely by His SubjeFts, 


VU Ere not my Faith boy'd up by ſacred blood, 
[t might be drown'd in this prodigious flood; 
Which reaſons higheſt ground doth ſo exceed, 
it leaves my ſox! no Anch'rage, but my Creed ; 
Where my Faith reſting on th” —_— 
Supports it ſelf in this the Copzes fall ; 
So while my Faith floats on that B/orrdy wood, 
My reaſon's caſt away in this Red floud, 
Which ne're o'reflowes us all : Thoſe ſhowers paſt 
Made but Land- flouds, which did ſome vallies waſt ; 
Thisſroke hath cut the onely neck of land, 
Which between us, and this Red Sea did ſtand, 
That covers now our world, which curſed lies 
At once with two of Egypry prodigies ; 
O're-caſt with darkneſle, and with bloud q're-run, 
And juſtly, ſince our hearts have theirs out-done ; 
Th' inchanter led them to a lefſe known ill, 
To «& his fin, then *twas their Xing to kill: 
Which crime hath widdowed our whole Nation, 
Voided all Forms, left but privation 
In Charch and State ; inverting ev'ry right ; 
Brought in Hells State of fire without light : 
No wonder then, ifall good eyes look red, 
Waſhing their Loyal hearts from bloud ſo ſhed ; 
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The which deſerves, each pore ſhould turn an eye, 
To weep out, even a bloudy Agony. 

Let nought then paſſe for I/jch, but ad cries ; 
For Beasty bloudleſle cheeks, and bloud-ſhot eyes. 
All colours ſoil, but black, all odours have | 
111 cent, bat 45rrh, incens'd upon this Grave : 
It notes a Jew, not to believe us much | 
The cleaner made, by a religious touch 

Of this Dead Body, whom to judge todie, 
Seems the Judaical impiety. 

To kill the Xing, the Spirit Legion paints 

His rage with Law, the Temple and the Saints : 
But the truth is, He fear'd, and did repine, 

To be caſt out, and back into the Swine : 

And the caſe holds, in that the Spirit bends 

His malice in this AR, againſt his ends : 

For itis like, the ſooner heel be ſent 

Our of that body, He would ſtill torment : 

Let {briſtians then uſe otherwiſe this blood, 
Deteſt the AR, yet turnit to their good ; 
Thinking how like a Xing of death He dies ; 

We eaſily may the world and death deſpiſe : 
Death had no ſting for him, and its ſharp arm, 
Onely of all the troop, meant him no harm. 
And ſo he look*d upon the Axe, as one 
Weapon'yer left, to guard Him to His Throne ; 
1n His great Name, then may HisSubjeRts cry, 
Death thou art ſwallowed np in Vittery ; 

If this our loſſe a comfort can admit, 

*Tis that his narrowed Crown is grown unfit, 


For 


For his enlarged Head, ſince his diſtreſſe 

Had preatned this, as ic madethart the leſle; 

His Crown was faln unto too low a thing 

For him, who was become ſo great a King : 

So the ſame hands enthron'd him in that Crows 
They had exalted from him, not pull'd down : 
And thus Gods trath by them hath rendred more, 
Than ere men- falſhood promis'd to reſtore 
Which, ſince by death alone he could attain, 

Was yet exempt from weakneſlz, and from pain; 
Death was enjoyn'd by God, to touch a part, 
Might make his paſſage quick, ne're move his heart, 
Which ev'n expiring, was ſo far from death, 

It ſeem'd but to command away his breath. 

And thus his Soxl, of this her triumph proud, 
Broke, likea flaſh of lightning, through the clond 
Of fleſh and bloud ; and from the higheſt line 

Of humane virtue, paſs'd to be divine : 

Nor is't much lefle his vertues to relate, 

Than the high glories of his preſent ſtate ; 

Since both then paſſe all Acts, buc of belief, 
Silence may praiſe the one, the other prief. 

And ſince, uponthe Diamond, no leſſe 

Than Diamonds, will ſerve us to impreſle, 

Ile onely wiſh, that for his Elepie, 

This our foſ6as, had a Feremie. 


AN 
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AN ELEGIE 


07 he beſt of Men, 
On, And mzekeſt of Martyrs, 
CCHARLES trhel. &c. 


D2Y* not the <un call in his light ? and day 
Like a thin exhalation mel taway ? 

Both wrapping up their Beams in Clouds to be 

7] hemſelves cloſe mourners at the Obſequie 

Ofthis great Monarch 2 Coes his Royal Bloud, 
Which th* Earth late drunk in ſo profuſe a Floud, 
Not ſhont through her affrighted womb, and make 
All her convulſed Arteries to ſhake 

So Tong, till all thoſe hinges that ſuſtain, 

Like Nerves, the frame of Nature ſhrink again 

Into a ſhuffled Chaos> Noesthe Sun 

Not fuck it from its liquid Manſion, 

And <till it into'vap*rous C louds, which may 

1 hemſelves in bearded Metcors diſplay, 

Whoſe ſhaggy and diſheveld Beams may be 

The tapers at this black ſolemnitie ? 

YouSeed of Marble in the Womb accurſt, 

Rock'd by ſome ſtorm, or by ſome Tipreſle nurſt , 
Fed by ſome Plague, which in blind Miſts was hurld 
To ſtrew infettion on the tainted World. 

What fary charm'*d your hands to Atta deed, 
[yrants co think on would not weep, but bleed ? 
fand Rocks by inſtin& ſo reſent this FaR, 

They'id into Springs of eafietears be ſlack'd. 


Say 
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Say ſons of Tumule, ſince you thoughtit good, 
Still to keepup the Trade, and bath in Bloud 
Your guilty hands, why did you then not State 
Your Slauphters at ſome cheap and common rate > 
Your gluttonous and laviſh 5lades might have 
Deveted Myriads to onepublick Grave ; 

And lop'd off Thouſands of ſome baſe allay, 
Whilſt the ſame Sexton that entrr'd their clay, 
In the ſame Urne their names coo might entomb, 
But when on Himyou fizt your fatal Doom, 
You pave a blow to Nature, ſince even all 

The flock of man now bleeds too in his fall. 
Could nor Relivion with you oft have made 

A ſpecious glofle your black deſignes to ſhade, 
Teach you, that we come neareſt Heavenwhen we 
Are ſuppled into Acts of Clemencie ? 

And copie outthe Deity agen, 

When we diſti] our mercies upon men ? 

But why doe | deplore this ruine> He 

Orely thook off his frail Humanitie, 

And with ſuch calmneſle fell, he ſeem'd to be, 
Even leſſe unmov'd and unconcern'd than we. 
And forc'd us from our Throes of Grief to ſay. 
We onely died, He onely liv'd that Day : 

So that his Tomb is now his Throne become 
T'inveſthim with the Crown of Martyrdome : 
And death the ſhade of nature did notſhroud 
His Soul in Miſts, but its clear Beams uncloud. 
That who a-Star in our Meridianſhone 

In Heaven might ſhine a Conſtellation. 


Upor 


, . - = TL. Xs wh _— 
| D194. $; Uay Os ths 774 if 


$3 The ChayaGter. 


Upon the Death of King CHARLES theFitrſt. 


Reat { Good / and Juſt ! could T but rate 

My griefs, and thy too rigid fate, 

I'de weep the world to ſuch a (train, 

As it ſhould Deluge once again. 

Burt ſincethy loud- trongu'd bloud demands ſupplies, 
More from Briarers hands, than Argue eyes, 

]'le ſing thy Obſequizs, with Trumpet ſour ds, 

And write thy : pitxp/ with Bload and Wonnds. 


MONTPOSE. 


Writtcs with thr point of bus Sword, 


—_ — — — — — ————— 


The Chari&er of a London-Diurnall. 


A Diurnall is a punie Chronicle, ſcarce pin-fcathered with the 
{ * wings oftime: I' ivan Hiltoryin fippers, the Englith Tliads 
in a nut-ſhel! 3 the Aj"cri ball P yt ment. book of Maccabees in 
lingletheers ; It wu! ! tire 3 Joh Pedigree, to reckon up how 
many 4 'tis rem- ved from an Arnll: Foritis of thi Extra; 
enely of the younger houfe. liz a Shrimpro a [,9bjter. The original 
finer in this kine was Dutch, G iobelgicus the Protoplaſt ; and 
the modern Mercuries but H :».6 cn Kelders, The Counteſſe of Zea- 
Lind was brought to bed of an 4!manch,as many children as dayes 


in the year. It may betke Logi/lztiue Lady Is of that lineage ; ſo ſhe , 


fp1wns the Diurnals, and thy at }eſtminſter rake them in by the 

nine of Scoticus, Cruicus, Brittannicus. In the Frontſprece of the 

nd Boldam Diurnal,lige the Contents of the Chaprer,lutteth the Houſe 

0 Commone, Jadging the twelve Tribes, of Erect: You may call them 

the Kmme !ornes Angtomy before the Weekly Kalender : For ſuch is a 
a oa adþ 


!, with what weather in the Common- 
_ wealth. 
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wealth. Ir is taken for the pulie of the Boy ;olirick, and the Empo- 
rick D/vines of the Aſſembh,thoſe ſpirit al L1agouners,tht mb ir ac- 
cordingly. Indeed it 1s a pretty Synopſss : a/i” thule grave Rabbies, 
(though in pointet Dag y) trade in no larger Authors, The 
County) C arrier, when he buys it for the Yicay, miſcals it the Uri- 
nal! + yer preper ly enough . fc r it caſts the water of the Srare, ever 
firce it tale bicud, It differs from an A4ulicas , as the Devill and 
kis Exoraft 3 or asa black Witthdith ticm a white ane, whoſe 
office it is ro unravel her inchartments. | 

It begins uſually with an Ordzvance , which is a Law ſtill berns 
droot bc fore quickened by the Rojal aſſert : *Tis one of the Parli- 
aments by- blows ( A6&s E ing legitim.ate \ and hath no more Syre 
than 2 +paniſh Genet, that's beg otren by the wind 

Thus their Militia ( like its patron Mars ) is the ifſue onely of 
the Mitber, withour the concourie of Reyall Tiprrey Yet Law it is 
if they vote it , though in dehance of their Fundamentals ; like the 
old Sextox, who ſwore his Clock went true, whatever the S1m ſay ro 
the contrary. 

T he next Ingredients of a Diurnall is plots, horribleplets, which 
with wonderful ſagacity ic hunts drie-foot , while they are yer in 
their cauſes, b: fore Materia prima can put on her (mock. How ma- 
ny ſuch firs of the Mother have troubled the Kingdomes,and (for all 
Sir Walter Earle look like a Man-Midwife ) not yet delivercd of 
ſomvch as a cuſbisn, Bur Afors muſt have their Properties 3 and 
kince the $'@ges were vared down, the onely + lay-houſe isat Weſt- 
minjjer. - 

Sultableto their plots are their Informers, Skippers, and Taylers, 
Spaniels both for the land and water : Good conſcionable Intelligence? 
For however Pym's bill may inflame the reckoning, the hyneſt vermia 
have not ſo much for lying as the publick F aith 

Thus a yedloxs Botcher in More-fields , while he was contriving 
fome Wu of Church-Governacnt, by the hc\p of his our-lying 
cares, an te _— of the Spirit, dilc+vcre. d ſuch a plot, that 


—_ a _ yate AWiquity, 2nd maintain it was a T aplors 
Gooſe that preſerved the Capitol. 
I oval my Lord ef Canterbury is not cnce more all-ro= 


be-traytor'd for dealing wir. the I,y 2: , to\etle the Commiſſion of 
_ Array in the Tower, Te woult doh well ro cramp the Articles Dore 
= mamgbelides the opportwiity of reforming thoſe Beaſts of the Pre- 
i | , hs 4 rogathues 
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rogative, and changing their profency xames of Harry and Charles in” 

to Nehemiah and Elcax er. 

Suppoſe a Corn-cutter, being to give little Tſaac a caſt of his office, 
ſhould fall to paring his Brows,miſtaking the one end for the other, 
becauſe he branches at both. This would be a plor, and the next Dj- 
urnallwouid furniſh you with this ſcale of Yores, 

Reſolved upon the Yueſtion, that this at of the (orn-cutter was an 
abſolute invaſion of rhe Citics Charter, in che repreſentative forc-head 
of Iſaac. 

4 Keſctved ; that the evil Cormſellours about the Corn- cutter are po. 
piſhly afſe&ed, and enemics to the State. 

Reſolved,that there be apublich Thankſgiving for the great delive. 
rance of Iſaac's Brow-amleys : and a ſolemn Covcuant drawn up,to 
defie the Cort-cutter and all his works, 

T hus che Qa7xots of this age fight with the 1/7ndmils of their 
own heads ? quell Monjicrs of their own creation , make plots and 
then diſcover them ; as who fitter to unkenne)] the Fox, than the 
Terrier, that is 2 part ot him, 

In the third pl:ce march their Adventurers : the Round-heads Le- 
gend, the Rebels Remance , itories cf a larger fize than the cares of 
their Se, able to ſtrangle the belief of a Soli.fidian 

T'le preſent theta in their order : and firlt as a Whiffley, before 
the ſhow, enter Stamford, ane that trode the (tage with the firſt, tra= 
verit his ground,made a1eg,and Exiz. The (ountrypeopleteok him 
for one that, by Order of the Horſes, wasto dance a Aorrice through 
the Weſt of England, Well, he is a nimbic Gentleman, (et him upon 
Barks his borſc in 2 ſaddlerampant, and it is a great queltion, which 

art of rhe Centaur thewes better tricks, 

There was a Vote paſling totianſlatehim,with all his equipape, 
into Monumental-Ginger-bread; bur it was crofſed by. the Fe- 

- male Commintee, alled;ing, that the Valour of his Image would 
bitetheir children by the Tungues. 

» This Cubic and half of Commander, by the help of a Diurnall, 
routcd his cnemies fifty miles off; Ir is ttrange you will ſay, and 
it is generally believed , he would as ſoon doe it at that dittance as 
nearer hand, Sure it was his Sword , for which the weapon«ſalve 
was invented, that ſo wounding and healing, like loving (orrelates, 

. might both work at the ſame removes. | 
Bur the $quib is run to the end of the Rope , Room for the 
OE 8 | hw : Prodigy 
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Prodigy of Vallour , Madam Atropos in breeckes , Waller: Knighr 
errantry : and becauſe every Mounzebank muſt have his Z ary, throw 
kim Haſlerig , to ſer off the ſtory , theſe two, like Belland the 
Dragon, are alwayes paged in the ſame Chapter, they hunt im 
their couples, whatone dcth at the head , the other ſcores up at the 


Thus they kill a man over and over , 2s Hopkins and S1erndholl 
murder the Plalms,with another co the ſame,one chimes all in, and 
then the other ſtrikes up as the Saints-bell, 

I wonder for how many lives my Lord Hopton took the Leaſe of 
his body. _ 

Firſt Stamford flew him : then alley out-killed that half abar, 
and yex it is though the ſullen Corps would ſcarce bleed, were both 
theſe Manſlayers never ſonear ir. 

T he fame goes of a Dutch-Headſman, that ke would doehis of- 
fice with ſo much eaſe and dexterity , that the head after execution 
ſhould ſand upon rheſhoulders ; pray God Sir William be not 
Probationer for the place, For as if he had the like knack to, molt 
of thoſe, whom the Dzyrnall hath flain for him, to us poor Mortals 
ſeem untouchr. | 

Thus the Artificers of Death can kill the man, without wound- 
ing the body, like Lightning that melts the lword, and never lioges 
the Scabbard. | 
This is the William, whoſe Lady is the Conquerour * This is the 
Cities Champion , and the Diurnals Delight , he, that Cuckolds the 
Generall in his Commiſſion; for he italkes with Eſſex, and ſhoots 
under his be!ly, becaule his Oxellency bimlelt is nor charged there. 
Yer inall this eriumph there is a Whip and a Bell: rrawſlace bur 
the Sceneto Round-way Down , There Haſlerig's Lobſters were 
turned into Crabs and crawled backwards : there poor Sir Wlliats 
ran to his Lady for a uſe of conſolation. 

Bur the Diurnall is weary of the arm of fleſh, and now begins an 
Hoſanna to Cromwel,one that hath beat up his Drumsclean through 
the Old Teſtament : you way learn the Genealogie of our Savi= 
our, byghe names in his Regiment. The Multar Maſter uſes ne 
othar LN than the firit Chapter of Matthew.” + TY 
. With whatface canthey obje& ro the King the bringing In of 


.. 'Forrainers, when themſclves entertain ſuch an Army of Hebrewes + 


This Crompell is nevcr ſo yalourous;as when he is making ſpeeches 
Co toy 


C 


" 
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for the Aſſociation:which ncverthelefſe he doth ſomewhat ominouſ- 

ly,with his neck awry,holding up his ear as if he expetftcd Mahomess, rr 
Pidgeon to come and prompt him. He ſhould be a bird ot piey roo? Flo his 
by his bloudy beak : his Noſe is able totrie a young Eagle , whe- Jrafte 
ther ſhe be lawfully begotten. Bur all is not gold that glilters : What - Path a 
we wonder at in the reſt of them is naturall in him, ro kill withour ruptic 
bloud-ſhed : for molt of his Trophies are in a Church-window, | Th 
when a Looking glaſſe would ſhew him more Superſtition. He is Jdoud 


ſo perfe& a hater of Images, that he hath defaced God's in his own ai 
countenance, If he deales with men, *tis when he takes them na u 
ping inan old Monozent ; then down goes duſt and 2fes: and he ary. 


ſouteſt Cavalier isno better. O brave Oliver | Times Voider, ' ub« Ihecay 
Ger to the Wormes : in whom Death , who formerly devoured our Ti 
»Anceſiors, now chews the cud, He ſald grace once, as if he would - | there” 
bare fallen aboard withthe Margqueſſe of Newcaſile : nay , andthe [Gjani 
Diurnal gave you his bill of fare; but it proved a running banquet, I be fem 
as appears by the ſtory. Bclieve him as he whiſtlcs to his Cambridee ' Sea, 3 
Teem of Committee-men, and he doth wonders, But holy men (like \LefIre 
the holy Language) mult be read backwards. T hey rifle Colledges || _ Tl 
ro promote Learning, and pull down Churches for edification. But | Br, 
Sacriledge is intailed upon him : There muſt be a Cromwel for I Cow: 
Cathedrals, as well as Abbeys : a ſecure {in whole offence carries its I yith' 
pardon in its month : For how can he be hang'd for Church-robbe= Jhavee 
77, which gives it ſelf the benefit of the Clergy. 10an | 
"WP But for all Cromwels Noſe weares the Dominical Letter , com» Featen 
pared to Mancheſter, he is but like the vigilsro an Holy-day. This, Jane. 


this is the man of God ; {o ſanifed a Thunderbolt,that Burroughs, Tl 
in a proportionable blaſphemy ro his Lerd of Hoſts, would tile him | of Gr 
the Archangel, giving batteil to the Devil. F Fopbic 

Indeed, asthe Angels, cach of them makes a ſeverall ſpecies, ſo by the 
every one of his ſouldicrs is a deſtin& Church. Had theſe Beaſts been' | Gairo 
ro enter into the Ark , it would haye puzzled Nogh to have ſuited Th 
them into pairs. If ever there were a rope of ſand, it was ſo many J Cauſ 
Sets rwiſted into an Aſſociation. An 


They agree in nothing, bur they are all Adamites in underſtand- Ihe li 
ing. Ir is the ſign of a coward to wink,and fight ; yer all their yalour {| ment 
proceeds from their ignorance. bolet 

But I wonder whence their Generals purity proceeds : it is not. | 5, By 
by traduCicn; if he was begotten a Saint , « was by equiyocall - | worn 

Wo 
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rations for the Devill in the father, is turn'd Monk in the ſen: 

his godlinefſe is of the ſame parentage with good L ws, both ex- 

rafted out.of bad manners, and would he altcr the Scripture, as hs 

hath __q + the Creed,he mighe vary the Text, and ſay to Cor- 
rption, Thou art my F athcr. 

This is he, that hath put out one of th: Kingdomes eyes , by 
douding our Mother Univerſity; and ( itthis Scorch miſt further 
_ )will extinguiſh this other, He hath the like quarrel to both, 

uſe both are ſtrung with the ſame Oprique nerve, Knowing Ley= 


» | dy. Barbarous Rebell ! who will be revenged upon all Learning, 


becauſe his Treaſon is beyond the mercy ef the Book. 

he Diurnal as yet hath nor ralkre much of his ViRories ; but 
there is the more bekind : For the Knight mult alwaycs beatthe 
Giant : that's reſelved, If any thing fall out amiſſe, which cannot 


{be fmothered , the Diyurnal hath a help ar Maw, ic is but putting to 
' | Sea, and taking a Daniſh Fleet, or brewing ic with ſome ſucceſle our 
\ | ef Ireland, and it goes duwn merrily, 


. There are more Puppets that move by the wyre of a Diurnall, 


[45 Brereton and Gell , rwo of Mars his petry-toes ; ſuch ſniveling 


Cowards,that it is a favour tocall them ſo. Was Breretox to fight 
with his tecth,as ina!l other things he reſembles the Beaft.he would: 
have odds of any man at the weapon : O he's a terrible ſlaughter= 
1oan ata Thankſgiving Dinner : had he bcen Camibal, to have 
aten thoſe that he vanquilhr , his Gut would have made him vali» 


Ut. 

T he greateſt wonder is at Fairſax , how he comes to be a Babe 
of Grace. Certainly it is nor in his perſonall, but ( as the State» 
Sopbies diſtinguiſh ) in his Politick capacity ; regeverared 4b extre, 
by the zcal of the houle he (ate in 3 as Chickens arc hatcht ar Grand 
Gairo, by the adoption of an, Oven, | 
-- There is the F/oodmonger roo , a feeble Crutch toa declining 
Cauſe ; amew branch ofthe old Oak of Reformetion. 

-And now 1ſpeak of Reformation , wr avey Fox, the Tinker, 
the livelicit Embleme of it chat may be , For what did ;his Parlic - 
ment ever goe about to reform, bur Tinker-wile, in mcnding one 
hole they madethree. : 

5, Bug jI have nor Ink exough to cure all the Terters and Ring- 
of the State. : 


| 1 will cloſe up all thus : The ViRoxics of the Rebels arc the 
—_ 
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the Magicall Combat of Apulciue , who , thinking he had Alain all 
three of his Enemics , found them at laft but a Triymvirate of 
Bladders. Such, and (o empty, are the triumphs of a Diurndl 
but ſo many impoſthumated Fancies, ſo many Bladders of their 
own blowing. 


TR 


The Character of a Country-Committee- 
man, with the Ear-mark ofa Sequeſtrator. 


Cp ———_—_— _—_——_— —_ 


A Committee man by his name ſhould be one that is poſſeſſed, 
there is number enough in his name to'make an Epithet for 
Legion, he is perſona in concreto (to borrow the ſoleciſme of a 
modern Statefman ) you may tranſlate it by the Red Bull phraſe, 
and ſpeak as preperly, enter ſeven Devils ſolus : It isa well-truſs'd 
tirleth2t conrains both the number and the Beaſt. For a Commit- 
tee-man is a Nuune of Multitude ; he mult be ſpelled with figures, 
like Antichriſt wrapped in 2 pair-royall of Sixes : Thus the name 
is as monttrcus as the Man., a compleat notion ofthe ſame lineage 
with accumulative treaſon : For his office, ir is the H hy, or 
* England Fritters; it isthe broken meat ofa crumbling Prince, 
onely the Royalty is preater z for it is hereas in the miracle of 
loaves, the voider exceeds the Bill of fare, the Popeand he rings the 
change; here isa plurality of Crowns to one head , joyn them to- 
gether, and there is harmony in diſcord, thetriple headed Turn-key 
of Heaven, with the triple headed Porter of Hell. A Committees 
man is the rcliques of Regall Government, but (like holy Re- 
liques ) he out-bulks the ſubſtance whereof he is a remnant: 
Thereis a (core of Kings in a Committee, as in the rel of the 


Crofle , there isthe number of ewenty, This is the Gyant with | 1 


the hundred hands that weilds the Scepter , the tyrannicall Bead- 
Roll, by which the Kingdome prayes backward, I eickk kindof 
Rebus,at every Curſe dropsa Commigtee-mat, Lit CHARLES 
he wayved , whoſe conducingclemency apgravates the defeRion, 


and make Neyo the queſtion , better a Neyo than a Committee | , 


There is lefle execution by a ſingle buller, than by caſe-ſhoxt. _ _ 


Now a Committee-man is a .coloured Officer , - he 
be drawn like Taxzs with Croſſe and Pile in his countcnauce,, 
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he relates to the Souldiers, or face about to his fleering the Coun” 
try. Look upon him martially, and he is a Juſtice of warz one 
that hath bound his Dalton up in Buff, and will needs be of the 
Luorum tothe belt Commanders; he is one of Mars his Lay-El- 
ders, heſhares in the Government, though a Non-conformiſt ro 
his bleeding Rubrick; heis the like Seary in arms, as the Pla» 
ronick is in love, keeps a fiutrering in diſcourſe , but proves 
gard inthe aQion ; he is not cf & Souldiers, and yet of his flock ; 
it is an Embicm of the golden Age (and ſuch indeed he makes it) 
wo him, when ſorame a Pigeon may converſe with Vulears. Me 
thinks a Commirtee hanging about a Governour, and Bandilcers 
dangling abcur a fur'd Aiderman, have an Anagram reſemblanceg 
there is no Syntax between a = of maintenance and a Helmet x 
Who ever knew an enemy routed by 2 grand-Jury and a Billa ver? 
Iris a left handed Garriſon where their autherity perches , bur the 
More prepoſterous, the more In taſhion 7 the right hand 
while | left rules thercines : The truth is, the Souldier and the 
Gentlemen are like Don Quixct and Sancho Pancha, one fights ar 
all adventures to purchaſe the other the Government of the Iſland. 
A Commirtce-man properly ſhould be the Governqurs Matrofſe 
to fir his rruckle, and to new-ſtring him with finews of War for 
his chicf uſe, to raiſe Aſſefiments in the neighbouring Wapen» 
take. 

+ TheCountry people being like an Triſh Cow, that will not give 
down her milk unlefſe ſhe ſee her Calf beforeher : Henceit is he is 
the Garriſons dry Nurſe, he chews their Contribution before ke 
ſeeds them 3 ſo the poor Souldiers live like Trochilus, by picking 
the teeth of this lated Crocodile. | 

So much for his watlike or ammunition face, which is ſo preter- 
naturall, that it is rather a vitard than a face, Mars in him hath 
bur 2 blinking aſpeR, his face of Armes is like his (at, partie per 
ple, Soldier and Gentlenian much of a ſcantling. 

'Now enter his Taxing and deglubing face, a ſaucezing look, 
like that of Yeſpafizras, as if, be were breeding over a clo(e-Rook) 
_ thus, and heis in the Inquiſition of the purſe z an ai # 
thentick Gyplie, chat nips your bung with a canting Ordinance z 
yot a murthered fortune in all the Countrey but bleeds at the rouc 
of this malefator He is the ſpleen of r\W#body Politick, that ſwels 
{ſelf ro che conſumprion of the whole: Artirſt indeed he ay" 
| . | 
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ed for the Parliament, but ſince he hath gor off his Cope, he ſet up' 
tor himſelf, he lives upon the fins. f the people, andthat'sa g 
Rtanding-diſh roo, he verites the Axiom , Tiſdem nutrituy ex gai- 
bas componitur, his diet is luitable ro his conſtitution. I have won» 
dered otten why the plundered Country men ſhould repair to him 
for ſuccour, certainly ic is under the ſame notion , 2s one whoſe 
_ are pickt gues to Hol (ut-furſe, as the predcminant in that 
He out-dives a Du:chman : vets a Noble cf him that was never 
worth {1xpencc, tor the pooreſt do not elcape, but Dutch like, ke: 
wi!l be dreyning even inthe drycſt ground; he aliens a Delin- 
quents eitate with 3s litcle remorſe, as his other Holincle giveth a. 
way an Here'ic:'s Kingdome, and for the truth of the Dellngpee- 
cy, buth Chapinen have as-iinle ſhare of Infallibility, Lye is the 
rand Sailid of Arbitrary Goverament, Executor to the Star- 
"hamb.r, and the high Commiſſion; tor thoſe Courts are not 
extinct, they lurviie i@ him, lize Dollars changed into fingle mo- 
ny. To (peak he truth he is che univerſal Tribunal : for fince 
theſe riine- all caulcs all to bis cognizance, as in a great infetion 
all dilealcs turn ofc co rhe Plague, Tt concerns our Maſters the Par- 
li vren wo look bout them, if he proceed:th at this rate, the Jack 
may come to iwallow the Pike 3 a> the I .rerelt otren cars out the 
Principall As his commas are great, lo he looks for 2 reves 
yence accordi.gly Hc. is punttuzsl in exacting your har, and ro 
ſy 1ight, it is his due : bur by the 1ameti:lc, as the upper garment 
is the vails ot the Exccuricncr, T here was 2 time when ſuch catrel 
would have hardly have bcen taken vpun ſulpicion for men in ofs 
fice, unlefic the old Pie viib were renewed, that che Beggars make 
3 free Company, 2nd thoſe their Wardens, You may ſec what it is 
ro hang rogether, leok upen than ſeverally , and you cannor bur 
fumble for ſome rthreds ot charity ; Bur oh they arc Tarmagants 
in Conjuntion | like Ficle's, who are rogues when rhey 
g< fingle ; and joyned in conſort, 2entlemen Mubitioners. 1 care 
not much if 7 untwilt my Commute man, and ſo give kim the 
receir of this g1and Cathulicon 
Take a State Martyr, one that for his good behaviour hath paid 
the Excile of his ears, ſoſuffercd captivity by rhe Land-Piracy of 
Ship- maney, next a Primitive Freeholder, one that hates the Ki 
ke is a GeniJeman, tzanigreſling the Magna Charta of d 
ving 


en et. 
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ring Adam. Add to theſe a mortified Bankrupr, thar helps our his 
falſe Weights with ſome ſcruples of Conſcience, ard with his per® 
emptory (cales can doom his Prince with a Mene ekel. Theie with 
a new blue-ſtockiog'd Juſtice lately made of a good b1sker-hilteT 
Yeoman, with a ſhort handed Clerk, tackt to the Rear of him to 
carry the Knapſack of his underſtanding, toperher with two or 
three oi Sirs, whole Religion like thcir Genrility, is the ex» 
tract of their Acres, bging therefore ſpirituall, becauſe they are 
earthly ; nor forgetting the man of tke Law, whoſe corruption 
gives the Hogan to the fincere Juno. I hiſ{e re the limples of 
this pretious compound, a kind of Dutch hotch potch, the Hegm 
Mogan Committee-man. 
A Commirtce-man hath a Sicz.man, or rather a Settcr hight, 
a Sequeſtrator, of whom you may ſy. as «t th: great Sultans 
horſe, where he treads the grafſe grows no more. He is the States 
Cormorantr, one that fillic> for the Publi;ue bur feeds himſelf 3 
the miſery is, he fiſhes without the Cormorants property, a rope 
to ſtrengthen the gulier, and to make him diſgorge A Sequeltra- 
tor | Heis the Devils Nut hook, the lign with him is alwayes in 
the clurches. There is more Monlite;s retain to kim, than to all 
the limbs in Anatomy. Iris ſtrange Phylitians do nor apply him 
to the ſoles of the feet ina deſperate Feaver, he draws far hand 
Pigeons * I hope ſome Mountcbank will flice him, and make the 
Experiment He is a Tocth-drawer once removed, h re is the dif- 
ference, one applauds the Grinder, the other the Griſt. Never rill 
now could I verifiz the Poets deſcription, that the ravenous Har» 
ie had a humane viſage. Death it icIf c2nnot quit ſcores with himg 
ike the Demoniack in the Goſpel, he lives among Tombs, nr 
is all the holy water find by Widdows and Orphans, a ſuffcicnt 
Exorcilme to diſpoſſeſſe him. Thus the Car ſucks your breath, 
and the Fiend yc ur bloud ; Nor can the brother hood of witch-find- 
ers, ſo lagely inſtituted with all their terror, wean the Familiars, 
Bur once more to lingle out my imboit Committe-man, hig 
fate ( for I know you would fain ſee an end of him) is cither a 
whipping Audit, when he is wrung in the withers by a Committee 
of Examinations, and (o the ſpunge weeps cut the moiſture which 
he ſoaked before ; Orelſe ke meets his paſſing peal in the clamour- 
ous mutiny of a gut-founded Gairiſon 3 Foi the Hedye Sparrow 
will be feeding the Cuckow ti!l he miſtakes bis commonsand _— 
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off her head. Whatever 'tis, ir is within his deſert : For what is 
obſcrved of ſome creatures, thar at the ſametime they trade in pro- 
duQions three ſtories high, ſuckling the firſt, big wich the ſecond, 
and clickettng for the third. A Commirtee man is the Counter- 
point, hls miſchicf 's (uperferation, a certain ſcale of deftruRion ; 
for he ruines the Father, beggers the Son, and ſtrangles the hopes 
of all poſterity. | | 


A Letter to a Friend, Diſſwading him from 
{js attempt £2 marry a Nux x, 


SIR, 


hon no mins arms czn be opened wider to receive you 6k 
ſhore- and give you poſſeſſion of this breaſt, yet IT know not 
"whether with the uſual} complement I may welcome you home. as 
doubting'your Country may have' mewed that relation in {o long 
an abſence, ſhe having expos'd her nobleſt INſue, being convition 
enough to make you difclaim her. B:ſides,there is ſuch a new face of 
tkiags lince your departure, that what was formerly the CharaQter 
of the Inhabicant, is now the Kingdomes, To be «4 fixanger at home 
inſomuch, as were you defign'd for a ſecond jonrney, it might be 
part of your bulinelſe to trayell other Countries in queſt of yout 
own. Indced ſhe is' ſuch an Alien in her looks, that moſt of her 
Oft-ſpring dare not ask her bleſſing ; her countenance is not deni- 
zen of her {cIf, you would think her to be ſome floating Iſland,that 
had made a voyage enely to truck for an outlandiſhviſage. Some, 
who have [pell'd her lineaments ſay, ſhe copies our the Dutch, and to 
make good the parallel, they doubt not to inſtance in our Hogen 
Governours, It is in a broken Kingdomezas in a crack'd Looking- 
glaſſe, where inſtead of one face, that Monark-like (hold repre- 
tent the whole, you may ſee variety of leffer ones — 
is rooin, and the Aſpetts of all of them fierce and frowning. Well 
then a forreiner the is, and her complexion borrowed z ſo that as 
our new Philoſophers would have the Exrth to move, and the Hea- 
vens ſtand ſtill, the ſame may be {aid ot this State of ours, and the 
Royal train that you were part of It was the Kingdome wan- 
dered, not you that left it. You were fix'd , and England | 
In exile. When Country reels from its ſerled poſture, there bas 
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defdRion in him that quits It, it baving firſt abandon's irs ſelf, 
Tn this caſe,though it be a fallacy inthe ſence, ir holds good in reas | 
ſon, that the ſhore moves and falls off from the Saylor. Whence 
you ſee, Sir, there is ſome poſſibility I might 1everſe your travels, 
were it not for one argument which abundantly copfirms them, *' 
the ſage experience you have treaſur'd up in your obſervaticns: 
for no ſooner had you loſt ygur native ſoil, but by way of repriſa!l 
you took in others, "The Deminions you viſite you carry along 
withyou, and by a viRorious induſtry make them pay tribute 16 


:your und ing : nor like a number of our —_ Gallants, 
t 


who return ſo empty and without their errand, as if their rravell, 
like Witches in the air, were nothing but the waftage of a deluded 
phant'fie, perſwading themſclves that thcy circle the Globe, when 

b nothing elſe bur a ſlumberingimpoſtuc, 
Bur me thinks we are too grave Slr, what if we unbend awhile, and 
preſun erotell you that in all _u Errantry, thert is no Adventure 


, fo much affe&s me, as that of the Nuu ? where I cannot determine, 
- whether your love i: ſelf were mpre exotick, or the form of accoſting 


It : For although ir be naturall for Jealoulic ro ſtudy fornication, 
and every Cuckold within his cwn precin&ts to be an Engineer, 
et never before have I heard of a Milt refſe tenc'd wich a port-cul- 
ice, or an amarous yilit manay'd with the caurion, which ſuſpicious 
Kings uſe in anenterview. T bis manner of gre.ting may not un« 
ficly be rearmed CQupils barriers , breathing excerciſe rather 
than a combate, where the dallying Champions have a rayl 
£5 part them , that thcy may nor fight ir our ro the utter» 


. moſt, Had ycur uld Romancing ſpirit poſleſt you , 
the brandiſh'd blade would have treed tiic __ from hcr enchant - 


ed durance ; nor had you been lcflc cancerned in the reſcue than 
the fair Recluſe; for who, that bluws ſhort in expeRation of his 


* Jove, and in that heat of inpaticnce ſhould be ſever'd from his hopes 


by a few envious bars, would not feel himſelf like another St Lau- 
renee broy!'d on a Gridiron ? But ſce how cuſtumes vary with the 
clime ; asthere arc ſome Regions who ſalute one another by put- 


ting off their ſhoes inſtead of rheir hats, ſo it ſeems where you 
have been, therc is as diiferent a torm of impriſonment : the Priſo- | 


ner js at }arge and without the grate wiſhing for admittance, and | 
ſhe, at whole ſure his ſoul is arreſted, cloſe clapr up and :bridged F 


_ of liberrg, Sure at this grate thoſe Chrz{en-loyers,called om - 
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had their 61ſt training, thoſe queahe 2amſters that diet the 

' with the acry notion of mingling ſouls ,withour purting their þ 

to farther brokage than kiſſing of hands,and erifling of cyc-heams. 
an appetite for 2 whole Cloiſter , It is but tri 


ull cown an Our-lier, unleſſe you leap the pale, and let ſlip at the 
Cond I wonder what exorciſmethe Abbg(s uſed to get quit of the 


amconhcent by this time you had transformed the Covent , and 
turnd the N;mnery into a Sergglio, But in ſaber ſadneſſe wy a 
Num ? Sir. how came you our of the ative torrent into that ſoli- 
tarycrcek ! Princes ſc[dome treat of Matches but in forrein Do» 
minions, your afte&ion rakes greater ſtare as fixing upon one of 
another world; had your paſſion bcen centred on the beauty of her 
ſ.-ul, I had looked upon it as the a& of your converſion, (uch a 
love might juſtly ke been chriſtened by the name of Zeal, being 
ſetled on a perſon, on whom to be enamenred is in ſortto tgke Ore 
ders Hence it is, there want not ſome who ſuſpeR your Religicn, 
Jeaſt equivocating from the beauty of ker perſon, ro that of her 
profeſſion, you ſhow!d tvrn Monaſtick. Others, who are better ac- 
quainred with the warmth of yourtemper, are rather ſolicitous for 
the Church in general], {97 fear lealt with Luther you ſhould marry 
a Nmr, and {o with tim to make her a Joinure in a new Reli- 
ojon. If this be your pler, confider T pray you, how difficult it is 
to innevnire farther in this 2ge of Novelties, when the world is (0 
ſpent in new inventions, that for want of game, even ruſt and rat- 
renneſ> arcfionrithed over with a ſeeming verdure 3 Not one of all 
thote bi[dawe herches that did penance ſormerly by the doom of 
the Ancients but hath caſt her skin lince theſe —_— , and gi- 
veth her {elf out for a blooming Virgin . But I think I may ſpare 
this piece cf counſel : T dare be your compurgatar for medi 
with Religion . That which fr*d your ſpirits , was the ambition © 
the enterpi ize; nor could you entertain a more aſpiring frenzy, but 
by making !ovetoa glorified body. Tell me, I pray you, how ma- 
ny beaes did you drep in wooing ? By what —_— did you 
frame your covt hip ? Laick applications are here ſcandalous , nor 
will irayail to ſ:y, you languiſh without her compaſſion 2: A ſen- 
ſuall man is able to vitiate the veſtall Gameevenby his martyrdom, 
Other lovers, inthe jollity of their trope, aſe to canonizetheit 


Miſtreſſes, 


7 


For your part Sir, you are none of thoſe puling Nemagin, you have, 
ing ſport for you to , 


. Tncubws ; for had ſhe not checked your hovering temptations, L 
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Miſtrefſes, as being of opinion, that the native rubrick of theic 
checks hath hallowed them, will you run counter to that conſe- 
cration , and degrade a-Saint by morall addreſſes ? If you have 
no room in your Calender for perſons upon earth , yet do not 
prophane a Probationer of heaven, as if the readicſt way to 
reifie Superſtition , were with our modern Reformers to 
bow it into Atheiſme. Ler me adviſe you Sir, to ritrive your (elf 
back from this carnall ſacriledge, Catch not at Heroftratus his 
fame, by ſetting fire on the Temple; and diſpute not a ſhare of 
uile with Lucifer, incauling a ſecond fall of Angels: Nay, never 
_ Sir, nor look about at the expregon 3 for 1 perſwade my ſelf, 
that thoſe Divines, who allot to each of us a Tutelar Angel for our 
Qion, would not prejudice their opinion, ſhould they leave 
—_ her own enition, as hardly knowing in ſuch a perſon how ro 


guages, Which I make no _—_ but you have gain'd by your 
a 


Sir 


Tour moſt faithſat, 


LE T- 
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SIR, 


ongh I have no reaſonto be guilry of much good meaning 
| to your Garriſon, yet I thought it not unfit ro tell you, that on 
Eryday laſt, one Hill by name, in no other condition than my ſer- 
« vant entred your Ark , and with him of my monies 1 g 3-0-8. this 
preciſe ſumme I was willing you ſhould know, ſuppoling your wif 
dome might own the monies, though your honeſties could hardly 
allow the a&. Which if (o,and that hercafter we ſhall find it no (in to 
violate your ſanRuray, and upon the audir find the receipt, we may 
happily zccount it a lone, and not aloſs, ir being in hands reſponſa- 
ble for greater matters : and now Sir , let me ſpeak to you asa 
judge, not as an advocate, give the fellow his juſt reward , 
kim, or ſend him hither, and we ſhall; if you dare not truſt him ler 
him betruſſed , If you dare; I ſhall wiſh you more ſuch ſervants, 
and for that onely reaſon exguſe me for the preſent, that I dare not 
ſay I am yours, 


W. E. 


- — @ — _ IR 


The Anſwer. 


C xtly,beloved is it fo, that our brother and fellow labourer inthe 
Goſpel is ſtart aſide? thenthis may ſerve for an uſe of inſtru- 
Aion, notto truſt in man, or in the ſon of man, Did not Demas 
leave Paul; Did not Oneſmus run trom his maſter Philemon ? 
Alſotkis ſhould reach us to imploy our talents, and nor lay them 
vp in a gaykics, Had it been done among the Caviliers, it had been 


jutt 
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juſt , thenthe Iſraclice had ſpoiled the Egyprian ; but for Simeoz * 
to plunder Levi , that--that-! You fce Sir what uſe I make of your 
doQrineyou ſent to me, and indeed fince you change ſtile fo far as 
to nibbleat Wir , you mult pardon it to quir ſcores z I pretend a 
little to a giftin preaching. Sir I cxpeRed to kear from you inthe 
phraſe of the loſt Groar,and the Prodigall Son, and inſucha tenrum 
ef language, bur I perceive your communication is not alwayes 
yea, yea, now and then a \itric harlotry Rhetorick : you ſay, that 
your man is entred cur Ark, Iam ſorry you were to ignorant in 
Scripture asto let him come fingle , The text bad been better (a 
tisfied if you had plealed to bear him company, for then the beaſts 
hadentred by couples. Bur thuugh he came alone, yet well lined 
ic (cems, a 133-0-8, ſureche Huc and Cry had good Lungs, ir 
would have been out of breath clſe before ir had: reached the $8. 
Thus is the'ſum , bur why you call it the preciſe ſum , ſince it is 
fallen away , I undeiſtaand not ; but how come you to reckon fo 
punQually ? Did Ar:niss tell ic upon the Table Dorman ? Wha 
of the perlecution of the Saints ? 1 wonder you did not rathe: 
count it by theſhekels , that is the more ſanRihed coyn, I take i: 
you are miſtaken in the ſanfuary you ſpeak of, For that which 
your man hath taken is }Felbeck, ene of our Chappels ot eaſe, nc: 
the mother Church , our Gartiſon of Newark. Butthe beſt is, 
they are both without the reack of your ſacriledge, Whereas you 
count the lofſe but a loan, we ſhall grant as a debt, but bearing the 
ſame date of payment, as that which you borrowed on the publick 
Faith, IſuſpeR your hand was troubled withthe Palſey , when 
you wrote of a Judge: your man however (hall find me an adyo- 
cate , ſo what ſay you tqan occaſionall meditation ? Retiet bur | 
on your ſelf, kow you h&ec uſed our common maſter, and Idoubt | 
not , but then ycu will pardon your man; he hath but tranſcribed 
and copied out the diſloyalty his maſter and his fraternity had 
raughe him: and roconclude with your own, I wiſhycu more 
ſuch (ervants z and more luch ſummes to bederivedtotheir proper 
channel, from whence it is imaginable that was purloyned. 
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- Sir, 
Ad not indulgent mercy provided for troubled (pirirs ſacred 
Oracles, how troubled had you been to cont: we (omethi 
privy of laughter ? how eafily had the expence of your witheen 
eeuſſed np in an Egg-ſhell. I dare nor trace in holy gr: und , it is 
not ſafe nibling there ; you ſe: what d»rine I make of your uſe, 
But yer ſo far as yours is prophane , give ine leave to nibble at wit, 
though I dare not undertake, like a mighty Coloſſe ( whoſe every 
motion doth Cleave-L and like terram fixdere ) to devour indigeſted 
Jamps of wit , asthe Cyclops men ata morſeil , and then retail it 
eut a$ 2 Jugler doth Inckle by the yard, all in Character, and by 
couples entring the ark upon account. Ye: allow meto ribble, 
and T'le allow you the viſe in prezchins, Pirty it is the provitien 
of fo many ſavory lcfſons, wholſme inſtructions, even ſo many pi- 
ous colleCtions , as might worth-'y have entitulcd vow to the come 
fortableſubliltence of a well gleb'. Vica:idze . belives the advan» 
rage of a wit, which would require ancthor wit , rotcll how great 
ſuch a divine knowledge, as mi_h: cyable yu to propha i every 
leaf of holy Writ,, unknown fanRiry , and 2 «© i(cience ſo tender I 
dare not rouch 5 Pity ir is ſuck *cc:mp'i.11d gitts, and prodigious 
Parts ſhould be mif:mploy'd in ſecular 1ft irs, (uch an holy Father 
might have begzot as many babes tor the Mother Church of News 
wark , as your party hath of [arc done Garriſins, and coveted 2$ 
many ſoules as Chaucers Fryer , with the 111-1) der- bone of the lot 
ſheep. But you ſay you expeted : Trhovghr you had hid more 
than you expeted ; but however y: u expected penitertiall lan» 
paoge and humble {tile. Theercac F will not meddle with, "tis 
oly coyn, an addreſſe full of complaints. Sir, we ( like your 
{elves ) can ſpeak big of ons loſſes, and yet with more ingenuity 
confeſſe them : though I for modeſty will nor ask you who itole 
from you of latea Fort-rown , or who ran away with the King, 
bur of that «for that preciſe ſum , I ſee you are willing to a 
+ a: preciſcneſſe , it was to tell you revenge would have transformed 
it upon your very ==. How you quarrel at your good , had you 
miſtaken him for a tax-gatherer , and ecas'd him of his portage be- 
fre he arrived atour Chappel of eaſe, I would not you [hould have 
abated him a fourth part for his forwardnefſe , and put it upon the 
| fie of cor:ribution for his Majzſtics good Garriſon of — 
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I ſhould have liked the ſecurity well , and when your works had 
failed to ſave vou , expected a return upon the publick faith, the 
medir*:ion whereof purrerh me upon this advice ; think nor pro- 
phincfſe can compaCt with mudd to cit up a trench of' ſecurity, 
attempt not, thuu_h a , yant, 10 reach at ſtars,to throw that Proverb 
at yoi 


Be wiſe onthi fide hexven, 


The Anſwer. 


He han that never laughe:! butorce, when he ſaw an 
Aſle mumbling of thiſtes , w-ald have broke his ſpleen at the 
reſoy':der of yours, for who would not take that for an Embleme 
this, obſerving how gingerly, an« with what caurion you nibble 


ar my Letter, leſt it ſhuu!d prick your chops. Bur ſomething mult 


needs be rep'y'd ; Repcritiors are uſuall with the Saints at Gram 
tham , 1 lock upor: your lertcr as a ſpirtle ſermon, where I perceive 
your ambition , how you would prove your ſelf a clean beaſt , be= 
cauſe you know how to chew the cud : For the firit ſentence, where 
you (p ak ot1r9ublcd [pirirs, aud ſacred Oraclcs, you talk as if you 
were in Doll Conmons ex-alic, certain.y your ſpirit istroubled, elſe 
your expreſtion had n«t run (o muddy : for never was Oracle 
more ambigrovs, if poſſible - ro be reconciled to ſence. Thewit 
which you tay may bet: uſſcd up in an egg-thell , 1 fear your cvall 
crow hath icarce capaciryt contoin ; you diſclaim being a Co. 
loſſe, content, Thave as diminicive thoughts of you 3s you pleaſe, 
I rake you for a Jack of Lent, and my p-:nthall make of y-u accor- 
dingiy , three throws for a penny. Bur you cannor {leaue-Land 
lize gerram fndere Q what a chargezble commodiry is wit at 
Grwoutham, where the poor writer play's the Pimp, and jurbles rwo 
Languages together in unlawfull theers for the produQion of 4 
quibble Bur I applaud your cunnivg , the more unknown the 
rown is y-u jeſt in, your wit will be the better 3 And why cannor 
you Cleve th: Land ? tread but hard, and your cloyen _ 
ve 
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cleave k's impreſſion ; you talk of Cyclops and Juglers , indee® 
hard words arethe Joglers Diale& , but take heed , the time mia? 
come, when unlefle you play prefio be gon.your run-away-King may 
cauſe you Juglers-wile to diſgorge your tate , and yomit a rope in- 
Read of Inkle, Burt to cccho your compaſlion , and return you 
an inventory of yourgood party; is it not pity the pure extract 
of fanRified Emanuct, parboyled there in the Pipkin ot Predeſtina- 


. tion, and fince well read inthe fick mans ſalve , and thecrums of 


comfort, and liberally fed with all the minced meat in Divinity. Is 
it not pity ſuch pious gogle at the Eye , ſuch 2 melodious twang at 
the noſe , ſucha (play mouth drawn dry, asit were, edifying the 


| ear inpriyate, beſides cheverall lungs which ſtil] Rrerch torth ſo 


farre asa ſeventeenthly. Is ir not pity theſe gallant ingredients of 
modern deyotion , which might juſtly have qualified you for a tub» 
leAure, and in time haveenlarged your Dioceſſe as that of Hide» 
bery, that thoſe incffable parts that paſſe all underſtanding, ſhould 
thus be ſequeſtred from the primitive uſe, and of a godly Lance- 
preſade in the Church militant , be converted to a brother of che 
Blade, ſuch a walking Dire&ory , ſuch a zealous Rogey as this, 
might have ſaved more ſoules than ever Sampſon flew , and with 


the tame Engine, the Jaw-boncof an Aſſe : your peniscoy, and 


ycu wave the holyground; and the hcly coyn with a ſquemiſh 
preterition: I am glad to hear you acknowledge there is an holy 


' ground, for then T hope Hothem's barn is not as good a congrega- 


tion as Saint Paul's ; for the holy coynyou muſt pardon me if 
1 ſuſpeR the chaſtity of your fingers , Fam ſure thoſe of your party 
have beentronbled with fellons , witnefſe the Church-revenucs, 
and ſeveral ſacriledges that cannot be parcd off with your nailes 3 
But ehere is another reaſon why I abſtain from the ignominy of 
the Saints. You were in hopesto retrieve your.money , bur ve- 
rily,verily,never ſprings the partridge, Ycu weuld have had your 


+ mantaken for a tax-gatherer : Lord, how the ſtile alters, rhe man 
When he was withyou , was one of the Scribes and Phariſees , and 


kere he mult paſſe for a Publican and ſinner. Sir, wecaſt up no 


; Trench of ſecurity , though we might have dirt enough in your lan» 
' guaygeto doe it,and yer we hope to be ſaved by cur works, for all the 


ttrength of your Faith , whereby you held your ſelves able ro re- 


&. move mountaines: for your advice, not to throw ſtars at your 
kead , I jimbrace it, for what need 1, as long a8 thee is gooſe-ſhor 
-, ro 
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2p 00 OY: my wir ſhall be on what fide hea 
Os ONS alwayes antartick to yours : frrdoogy 
tion of Giant I accept It , onely I am » thatTam with 


the hundred hands, 


I might ſo often ſubſcribe my (elf, 
Sir, 
Jour ſervant 


Jþ. Cl. 


